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" I WANT ** — said Coroiia. 

Tom and Susy looked up. Corona did 
not often say she wanted anything. Susy 
thought tills natural Was it not enough to 
live in Uig; house with Tom ? But Tom had 
ne%'er thought anything about it 

<< I want " — began Corona again ; and 
then she stopped. What did she want T Her 
thoughts were vagaboiida Tliey roamed 
a great way from Tom and Susy at that 
moment They were a lawless, disorgan* 
iied, hungry horde. 

*^ Nothing for tramps I** said Corona, 
severely. But she did not say it aloud. 
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Sh« took up the gTApe-Kisson thoughtfully; 
•bo riiowcd a iiliglit eoutractioii between n 
pair o£ well-controlled, charitable gray eyes, 
and nipped the AlaUgiu Icisureiy unon her 
plate, before she said, — 

" I want a home." 

Tom laid down hia nnt-pick and Susy tlio 
baby. It took <|uite a sliock to make Suay 
pot down the baby. Corona colored. Tom 
was her own brother; but Susy was the 
■wtber tl her niece. 

**GiTe ber to met" cried Corona, hur- 
riedly. " She 'i putting up her lip. You 've 
hurt ber feelings. And oh 1 Susy, don't 
Mind me a bit, and Tom, you 've nlwnys 
done ereiy thing ; but, Susy, the baby won't 
oy for me more than a day or two, and, 
Tom, you must see that to have a place of 

** Get married ; " said Tom. 

**I can't afford to support a husband, till 
the paak is over." 

*< Write a bodt," said Suqr. "It will 
dif«ri your mind. Tou 're morbid. The- 
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baby has kept you awake too much this 
winter. I'n tiikc her to-night." 

" Experience with three poems, two Sun- 
day-school books, one obifiinry, nnd one let- 
ter to * Tlie Tmnscript,' " snid Corona, calm- 
ly, measuring off thcnc articles in sluig-borks 
on the table-cloth, " has not encouraged me 
to pursue a literary life. If there had not 
happened to be such a press of matter every 
time, it might hare been different The 
editors regretted it exceedingly, Susy; and 
the manuscripts ore in the hair trr -Jc in the 
inner attic." 

"Go to college," suggested Tom. "There's 
Boston University." 

" I un thirty-six years old," said Corona^ 
sadly. 

" Go into business, then," cried Tom, dea* 
perately. " I '11 furnish half the capital. I 
always said you were the better business 
man <A. us two. Come I " 

" Tom," replied Corona, faintly, " was it 
you who inbnited father's sick-4wadacbes t 
If I did not bar* one svery week, however, 
perhaps " — 
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**I give it lip/' 8aid Tom, after a pnase. 

^ I think if I did not let yoix draw baby 
about 80 much/' observed Susy, with a ju- 
dictal expression; '^nnd she is growing so 
cunning ! And we moant to put something 
Essllake into your room this spring. Did 
n't we, Tom T But wo were going to wait 
for a surprise, till you got home from 
Aunt Anna Maria's. Besides, Coro, if you 
are not contented in your present way of 
life, you could make yourself very useful 
by showing a little more interest in the 
Widow's Mite, or the Reform Club, and the 
sewing-circle, you know " — 

When matters got around to the sewing- 
drde, argument ceased to be a sane method 
of conducting conversation. Susj^'s mind 
was so constructed. Corona sighed. But 
Tom interrupted : 

^ There are depths of human nature, Sue, 
whidi even the sewing-cirde will not fill. 
Let Goto alone. If she wants to go, go 
Am ihalL Why should n't she T We went 
evnelvwi Ton didn't stay becauee vour 
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mother wanted help in soouring the pre- 
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pre9erve$ t " began Susy. 
But Tom laughed and left 

From beyond the front door he heard 
Susy talking ; but it was a mild, safe chat- 
ter, — something about marmalade. It wa^ 
dear that her mind was temporarily diverted 
in a sweet direction. 

Tom had tliat amount of profound respect 
for his wife which is involved in a well- 
assured and welt-controlled conjugal affec- 
tion of several years' hard use. Still, the 
sight of Susy giving advice to Corona was 
something which he never found himself 
able to witness with that gravity which his 
ideal of his wife demanded. 

Coro slid after him. She wore slippers 
without heels. It was one of her ^ ways." 
Her footfall dropped at his side without 
noise, and he started when she tonehed him 
OB the elbow. 

<" Co, what do yowkwk like that fort / 

nadentaiid.'* 
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" You don't mind, Tom, dear, a bit t " 

" Not a ntind," said Tom. " Where will 
70U build it, CoroT On Fiftli Avenue, 
Pike's Feok, or out in my garden? Ill 
leoee you a lot Come ! " 

" It you do undcmtflnd," snid Corona, 
luutilj''^ " then thure is no dilficulty in tlie 
way. Nothing is hard in the world but 
hurting people's feelings." 

" Perhaps not," said Tom, " unless you 
.count in starving, or death nt the stake, or 
a codfish breakfast, or a few such things. 
But don't you bother, Co. Go ahead. I 'U 
stand by you." 

" Tom," replied Corona, " I *d like to kiss 
you.* 

She did not often. At least, she did hot 
often Miy so. Tom and Corona had never 
been of "the kissing kind." He took off 
his bat — be was in a hurry, too — and they 
kined one another so gravely that Tom was 
qoito embarroamd. But that was not tiD 
aftarwwd, when he thought ol it 



COBOXA had five hundred dollars and 
some pluck to spare for her enterprise. She 
had also at her command a trifle for furnish- 
ing. But that Bcomod very small capital 
Her friends at large discouraged her gen- 
erously. Even Tom said be did n't know 
about that, and offered her three hundred 
more. 

This manly offer she declined in a wom- 
anly manner. 

" It is to be my house, thank yoo, Tom, 
dear. I can live in yours at home." 

Susy said that never would allow for a 
cloeet for the bedding} and one hidy, a 
neighbor, unmarried and past sixty, aekod 
if Corona were sure H was proper. 

«Prop«rT" said Coro, looking puutod. 
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"Why, to live by youmelf 00. It is 90 
—90 unvmmli 00 OHtri. And you're not 
eveii litenuy. A literary person can do 
ioything." 

" So can a lady," said Corb, shortly. The 
ancient neighbor had begun to say ''/ 
oouMn't;'' but checked herself upon re- 
oeivnig this reply, and went away indefi* 
nitely offended. She forgave Corona, how- 
e?er, in the fulness of time, 00 far as to 
make her a red flannel pincushion, orna- 
mented in a rectangular design with white 
porcelain buttons. 

" 80 far as I can see," observed Corona, 
thoiightfony, "^ the first thing I shall need 
is a man." 

''What did I ten you?" asked Tom. 

''But I meant an architect, or — or a 
carpenter, or a plumber, or that kind of 
a man,*" said Corona, with gravity. She 
voold n't give Tom the satisfaction of laugh- 
iag at Us poor joke. 

Coiona'a aithitectural library was small 

She iouBd on the ton shelf on« hnok m Am 
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construction of chicken-roosts, a pamphlet 
in explanation of the kindergarten system, 
a cook-book that had belonged to her grand* 
mother, and a treatise on crochet There 
her domestic literature came to an end. 
She accordingly bought a book entitled 
*^ Nortli American Homes ; " then, having, in 
addition, begged or borrowed everything 
within two covers relating to architecture 
that was to be found in her immediate circle 
of acquaintance, she plunged into that unfa- 
miliar science with hopeful seal. 

The result of her studies was a mixed 
one. It was necessary, it seemed, to con- 
struct the North American home in so many 
contradictory methods, or else fail forever of 
life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness, 
that Corona felt herself to be Uboring under 
a chronic aberration of mind. No sooner 
had she mastered the theory which required 
one to believe that a brick house was the 
only one which any person with a daim to 
average American (not' to say North Ameri- 
can) inteUigenoe would ever for an instant V 
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contemplate buildings than she was gradu- 
ally and gently convinced that the sole ra- 
tional material was wood. As soon as she 
had resigned herself to wood, it was made 
perfectly dear to her that wood took fire, 
and that bricks were red, and that to build 
anything but a gray stone liouse was artis- 
tically false, economically untrue, and mor* 
ally wrong. 

Then, again, with roofs. Roofs, it seemed, 
must be flat, or else the builder ; French, or 
you might as well go without ; this, that, or 
the other, or die. Corona seemed to have 
entered a new world, like a person who is 
spending his vacation in the wrong place. 
8be had never thought about roofs before, 
except in a gentle, abstract, and entirety 
Qncontroversial manner, as A Roof. She 
found herself abashed at first by the fever 
of low curiosity into which her accumulated 
wisdom threw her. When she took her in- 
nocent morning walk abroad, how many 
eftvee the saw I Her neighbors were tick* 
•tod off by an instinct of which, as soon as 
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it ceased to be controllable, she almost 
ceased (Uke other varieties of sinner at the 
same descent of moral surrender) to be 
ashamed. Tlius, — 

" Mi-8. Jones, hipped. Mr, MoQee, lean-to. 
Tom Sizlewort, French; slate; toi>-hcavy. 
Mrsi. Plating, gravol-and-tar. Tlio Wiggiuses, 
leak Uke the Deluge/' And so on. 

When she had spent a fortnight in pur- 
suing her studies in this faithful way, it 
occurred to Corona that the Architectural 
Manual, considered as a class, was not inti- 
mately attentive to the needs of persons of 
limited mean^ She had become very much 
interested in accounts of seveml houses, 
which ran somewhat in this manner : — 

'^Having selected your location, which 
must be perfectly airy, light, and clean ; on 
top of a hill, yet without a toilsome ascent 
(which drives away visitors and offends the 
coachman), or else in the lowlands, where 
you are sure of a fresh mountain breeze 
every afternoon ; not so near tlie city as to 
incur heavy taxes, yet with horseHsars pasa- 
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iBg the door onoo in ton minutes ; not m 
*«r in the country as to be dei)endent upon 
the New England villnge snow-shovel, yet 
f*r enough to secure fresh milk and cream 
from your own cow three times a doy ; at 
lost within five minutes' walk of stcnm- 
carsy yet not so near as to be disturbed by 
the vicinity of the half-hour gra%'el trains 
which it is customary for most of our New 
England roads to run at night in the sum- 
mer months; a location, above all, suffi- 
ciently dry to secure your children from 
pnlmonary affections, while yet a sea-breeze 
at two o'clock in the af tenioon is indis^pcn- 
saUe to comfort for at least a third of the 
ilassachnsetts year ~^ having selected your 
location with care, proceed to build upon it, 
we will say, a modest house, of not more 
than twenty rooms, small bam, a well-curb, 
■id a French roof. Hie house might be 
cwBtnicted in the Queen Anne style, and 
itied out with Elisabethan furniture, at a 
twjr reaaonable rate. The morning sun 
■houU Idl into the fenr sides ol the house; 
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the afternoon sun at least into three. This 
should be insisted upon, even if you dispense 
witli the Chinese hen-house and the Fayal 
drain-pipe, which we recommend for this 
Style of residence. 

<< Such a house can be built for not more 
than nineteen thousand doUara at the out- 
side. Neces?uiry improvements on the 
grounds can be deferred till the following 
year." 

Or, ogain : •* We will suppose that you 
are limited both in your price and in your 
choice of location ; that your house must be 
as much as twenty miles out in the country, 
and in en tiro accordance with your means 
and style of living, which, we will say, are 
small and quiet Purchase a lot two hun- 
di*cd by two hundred, near post-oflSce, rail- 
way, telegraph, apothecary, doctor, butcher, 
baker, candlestick • maker, town -hall, and 
church. It is especially necessary to obtain 
these conditions in the country. Select 
quiet neighbors, since your lot is smalL 

Avoid gossips and people who keep many 

t 
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kens, becaime of (heir crowing if you keep 
a light burning all night, which in the coun- 
try it is always safe to do, on account of 
burglart. 

"You want, we will suppose, thirteen 
rooms and a gambrcl roof. You will need 
two ol the No. 1 Miigce furnaces and a 
chaise-house. Your ooachuinn should have 
a room finit^hed off in the chuise-liouse, and 
an L should be devoted to the houj<e-Ker- 
vanta Tlic Iiuivkj you can buird at the 
hotel until by prudence and economy you 
have saved enough to build a medieval 
bam. Until you can build a medioival bam, 
your own good taste will prompt you to go 
without any. It will be necessary to pi-o- 
▼ide gas and water all over the house, if 
you wish to retain your servants. You will 
wquire a finished stone wall all around your 
^ to keep out cows and tlie tower circles of 
•ociely. Your dog-kennels might be after 
the antique, and still leave room for a bor- 
der of smiflowore and a few amateur vege- 
tehlea It as alwav> n^ii^rtr #^ k^^ «_ 
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large dogs in the country, on account of 
tramps. Also chains at esch outside door 
and a brace of pistols. A Corinthian cupola 
would be in excellent taste, to finish off this 
house. If the house be of wood, a delicate 
snimon thit with green blinds will give a 
fine Doric effect. A small fountain playing 
through tin calla lilies in the front yard, a 
statuette or so, and an Ionic gate will com- 
plete what you will find to be a most favor- 
able anil haruionions imprcM^ion. 

** For such a liou!<e we would recommend 
tliat the kitchen cliaira be not less than two 
hundred ycani old ; while the other itx>ms 
are funii^hed pui'ely in the Anglo-Snxoa 
manner, witli a Norman staircase and Van- 
dal ceilings. By no means omit a Japanese 
museum, which should not be encased, as 
in ruder times, but scattered generously all 
over the house at convenient intervals. In 
place of pictures, hang your walls with blue 
crockery, as much nicked as possible. 

** The most reeherehi ornaments for a par- 
tor table are cracked tea-cups of a great 
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t^ge. A blue China inofi8ter» at least three 
feet high, must staud in the front hall. 
This lias a particuktrly Buddhist effect We / 
have perhaps encroached a little upon the 
domain of tlie decorator in these hints ; but 
the reader irill not be ungrateful for nuy 
instruction which will enable him to make 
a really grotesque and graceful house. 

^ Such a house as this (without the blue 
monster or otiier furniture) can be built for 
eight thousand five hundred dollars. Tour . 
fauid may cost you a couple of thousand 



Corona was much impressed and de- 
pressed by these and many similar descrip- 
tions. Slie found no American house which 
came witliin her modest means. Iler five 
hundred dollars would scarcely build a 
Gothic wood-shedy much less the Buddhist 
effect And neither a blue monster, nor a 
coachman, nor a situation where the chil- 
dren would be free from pulmonary com- 
plainta aeemed to have a vital connection 
with ber immediate and personal needs. 
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Then the plans. Well, tlie plans, it must 
be confessed, Corona did find it difficult to 
to umlerstand. She always hod found it 
difficult to understand such things ; but then 
she had hoped several weeks of close archi- 
tectural study would shed light upon the 
density of the subject. She grew quite 
morbid about it Slie counted the steps 
when slie went up-stairs to IxmI at night 
She estimated the bedroom post when she 
waked in the cold gray dawn. At mid- 
night, when it stormed, die lay wondering 
if the poet*s roof in the 'Mong unhappy 
night, when the rain was on " it, were slate, 
or tar-and-gravel, or if he could afford hon- 
est shingles and dormer windows. 

But the most perplexing thing about the 
plan was how one story ever got upon 
anotlier. Corona's imagination never fully 
grappled with this fact, altliough her intel- 
lect accepted it She took her books down- 
stairs one night, and Susy came and looked 
them over. 

''Why, these houses are aU one-atory/' 
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said Sosjr. '^ Besides, they *re nothing but 
linesy anjrway. I shouldn't draw a house 



Corona laughed with some embarrassment 
and no effort at enlightenment She was 
not used to finding herself and Susy so 
nearly on the same intollcctual level m in 
tills instanee. She merely asked: ^' How 
abould you draw it 7 " 

** Why, so," said Susy, after some severe 
thmight So she took her little blunt lead 
pencil, that the baby had chewed, and drew 
lier plar. as follows : — 

aUSY's PLAK. 




Corona made no comment upon this plan/ 
eareopt to ask Susy if tliat were the way to 
apall L} and then to kwk in the dictionary, 
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and find that it was not spelled at all. Tom 
came in, and asked to see what they were 

doing. 

'♦Tm helping Corona,'* said Susy, with 
much complacency. "These architects' 
things don't look any more like houses than 
they do like the first proposition in Euclid ; 
and the poor girl is puzzled." 

"/'// help you to-morrow, Co," said Tom, 
who was in too much of a hurry to glance 
at his wife's plan. But to-morrow Tom 
went into town by the early train, and when 
Corona emerged from her *• North American 
Homes," with wild eye and knotted brow, at 
5 o'clock p. 31., she found Susy crymg over 
a telegram, which ran : — 

Called to Gilifomta immediately. Those lost 
cargoes A No. 1 hides tamed ap. Can't get 
home to my good-by. Send overooat and flan- 
nels by Simpson on midnight express. Gone four 

weeks. Love to tlL _ 

Ton. 

This imexpeoted event threw Corona en* 
tirely upon her own reeouroes} aad^ after a 
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few clnys more of patient rcnenrch, she put 
on her hat, nnd stole awny nt dusk to a 
bulkier she knew (rf down*town — a nice, 
fatherly man, who had once built a piazza 
for Tom and had just been elected supers 
intendent of the Sunday-school. These 
combined facts gave Corona confidence to 
trust her case to his hands. She carried a 
neat little plan of her own with her, the 
result (rf several days' hard labor. Susy's 
plan she had token the precaution to cut 
into paper dolls for the baby. Corona found 
tbe good man at home, and in her most 
businessrlike manner presented her points. 

** Got any plan in yer own head ? *' asked 
the builder, hearing her in silence. In si- 
lenoo Conma laid before him the paper 
wliieh had cost her so much toil 

1% WM headed in her clear black hand : — 

PLAN 
roa A SMALL BUT HAPPT 

HOME. 

TUiwae 
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"Well," snid the builder, after a silence, 
— " well, I 've Pcen worec/* 

" Thank you," mid Corona, faintly. 

" How does she set ? " asked the builder. 

" Who set ? " said Corona, a little wildly. 
She could think of nothing that set but 
heiuu 

•* Why, the house. Where 's the points o' 
compass?*' 

''1 hadn't thought of those," said 
Corona. 

"And the chimney," suggested the 
builder. " Where 's your chimneys ? " 

" I did n't put in any chimneys," said 
Corona. 

" Where do you count on your stairs ? " 
pursued the builder. 

« Stairs? > I— forgot the stairs." 

" Hiatus natural," said Mr. Umbers. 
" Had a plan brought me once without an 
cntiy or a window to it It wasn't a 
woman did it, neither. It was a widower, 
in the oooepaper line. What 's your scale ? " 

"Soak?" adced Corona, without anima* 
tioB. 
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" Scale of feet. Proportions." 

«OhI I didn't have any scales, but I 
thought about forty feet front would do. I 
have but five hundred dollars. A small 
house must answer." 

The builder smiled. lie said he would 
show her some plans. He took a book from 
his table and opened at a plotc representing 
a small, snug cottage, not uncomely. It 
stood in a flourishing apple orchard, and a 
much larger house appeared dimly in the 
distance, upon a hill The cottage was 
what is called a " story-and-half " and con- 
tained six rooms. The plan was drawn 
with the beauty of science. 

« There," said Mr. Timbers, " I know a 
lady built one of those upon her brother-in* 
law's land. He give her the land, and die 
just put up the cottage, and they was all as 
pleasant as pease about it That's about 
what I 'd recommend to you, if you don't 
object to the name of it" 

"< What is the matter with the name?'' 
asked Comia. 
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CoROXA Imd now decided to build her 
bouse, and bow to build it Sbe bod abo 
conchulcd to build at once. These points 
were clear and mniple. But another re* 
uininod. One day Susy soid, carelessly, 
** I for«^>t to ask you where 7 *' ond Corona 
said, « Where what ? " 

'MVhere you are going to have your 
house, Sweetens-eetens-eet I Was sbe petsy 
Mamma's pet ounlydountytweetens P' said 
8usv. 

These latter remarks Corona recognised, 
from their high intellectual nature and 
great perspicacity of construction, as not 
addressed personally so much to herself as 
to the baby ; who was amiably striking her 
mother in the face at that moment with 
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both fists clenched in An engaging manner 
pecnliar to her species. 

Corona replied that she was hesitating 
between Patagonia and Alaska. 

^ Be sure and get near enough for ns to 
drive," v,iguely suggested Susy, wlio never 
heard anything anybody said when the bahy 
was more interesting than usual. 

'* It won't make any more rent difference 
to them — than that ! ** said Corona to her- 
self, in that bitter little mental aside in 
which the sweetest and sunniest people liv- 
ing the solitary life will indulge now and 
then. 

So far as is clearly known, perhaps, this 
waa the moment in which she decided to 
buihl in Fairharbor. 

Fairharbor is in Massachusetts. Corona 
had spent several seasons there, in tlie un-' 
certain capacity of <' summer folks'* and 
^ permanent boarder.** Her experience with 
l a ndl adies had been large, varied, and pa- 
tiiotae, and just as she had found one to 
she thought she could be happy to 
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return year by year, tlie excellent woman 

— like other people who have readied an 
unusual pitch of sanctification — died. 

Yet what were summer without the sea, 

— its purpose, its passion, its rapture ? 

** I will build my house,*' said Corona, ** in 
Fairharbor." 

And <o it was settled. To be sure, Susy 
said she did not see how Corona could de- 
cide anything so important while Tom was 
away. But, nevertheless, it was settled. 

Corona went on to Fairharbor with the 
builder, to select and lease her land. When 
I say that it was Marcli, I need add noth- 
ing about the weather. Corona felt very 
independent and very cold. She and the 
builder stood together on the cliff-side which 
she had chosen, and yelled at one another 
through tlie thunder of tlie wind and surf. 

^ Beautiful view ! " screamed Corona, try- 
ing to look rapturously upon tlie familiar 
outlines of sea and harbor, shore, and town, 
and sky« beating about there now, sullenly 
and confused in the untamed air. 
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•* Just 90 ! " cried the builder. " I would n*t 
hare it more 'n fifty-two, if I was you." 

''I said a lovely vie-ew-ewl" shrieked 
Corona* 

••Oh! ye«. S*pose it is. Yes. Thought 
you referred to the proportions. Land be- 
ing skerce and high. Fifty-two feet square 
ought to do you, I should say. Have to 
chain her, though.** 

•• Chain who ? '* (It was too cold to sur- 
mder force to grammar.) 

- Why, the house." 

•• Chain to what r *' 

••Why,therock.** 

« What for?" 

Corona had approached the builder, strag. 
gibg against the •• storm," as she had long 
moe learned from Foirharborians to call the 
wmd that came witlioiit tlie rain. 

-Well," said the builder, "I don't wish 
to be diseouragin*. I know ladies will have 
BotMMis about views and lo-cations. It 's to 
^ expected. But this spot you *ve chose is 
*• mo^ exposed of any I can persnect in 
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Fairharbor. If you don't chain yourself to 
die rock, you may find yourself down on 
the beach yonder some momin*. But I 
would n't wish to be discouraging. And if 
you chain her, she can't" 

•• Mr. Timbers," said Corona, decidedly, 
•' I object to living in a chained house« I 
should feel as if my house were my slave, 
and not my friend. I want my house to be 
my best friend." 

•• Eh I " said Mr. Timbers, with a quick, 
intelligent smile. •• So ye may ; so ye may. 
I understand. Houses are like folks. They 
like to be petted and made of. She don't 
want to be neglected, a house don*t Now, 
when you dose 'em and leave *em, a house 
feels it A house degenerates and runs to 
wrack twice as soon as if 't was wore by 
livin' in it Just as it is with persons. 
They degenerate if they live alone too long. 
Tes, houses are like folks ; but chains won't 
hurt her. She won't mind." 

^ I shall, if she does n't," returned Corona, 
penistently. ^ We must find a spot where 
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mj hou9e will be contented to stay of its 
own free will/* 

When tbey hod wandered about in the 
wind and discuMed the matter till Corona 
was quite hoarse, when she had pointed out 
to the builder all the locations which slie 
liked, and when the builder had misted in- 
soperable objections to every one, Corona 
raggcsted that if he could find a place not 
too windy nor too sunny, too hard, too soft, 
too wet, too dry, too anything, he should 
•elect the spot himself and put tlie bouse on 
it at onoe. 

^All I ask is permission to live in it,'* 
Slid Corona, meekly. ^' Do as you like. I 
ihall perish if I stay here another minute^ 
•od I Ve no heir to leave the place to but 
my sister-in-law, who has neuralgia at the 
•easide.'' 

''No offense, I hope?** asked Mr. Tiro- 
bers, anxiously; ** bat, you see, women-folks / 
iofft know so much as they might. I'll 
Uast out this ridge for ye> if ye soy so '— 
the house is yours j but it would cost you 
t hondred more, besides the damp.*' 
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^ Bhist the ridge ! '* replied Corona. But 
she saved her good name by an interroga- 
tion point. '' Blast the ridge T No, we will 
let the ridge go. Build in the horlior, if 
you want to ; only build, and let me go and 
get warm.*' Thercu]M>n Corona made her 
way to the nearest house, crouching in the 
grasp of the terrible blast as she was blown, 
slipping and running, over the ''sweet 
fields" and hearty rocks so deaf to her, 
but alien now, with the thin ioe and dry, 
spai*sc snow of the unfamiliar time. Mr. 
Timbers remained, to take some measure- 
ments, in company with the owner of the 
land. 

They were fishing people in tlie house 
whither Corona lied — neighbors and friends 
They gave her the great welcome of sea- 
bound and solitary families. They hehl her 
by the purple hands ami piled tlie wood 
upon the kitchen stove. They said, ^Is 
your health gjod in winter-time 7 ** They 
looked at her fondly. They had never seen 
her in the winter before. The chihlren of 
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the house put their fingora thnidly upon 
her fure. They bud ahvayii thought of her 
M wenring white linen mid straw hate the 
whole year round. 

Corona felt her heart warm toward these 
good people. When they said they were 
glad she was going to build and settle down 
amongst us, she thanked them gnitefully. 
She looked over at Uie sheltered spot below 
her favoiite bowlder, where the figures of 
the men passed to and fro, taking survoyor*s 
measurement lor her little lot of precious 
0hore and her infinity of sea ; and it seemed 
to her OS if she were acting in the first 
acene of a dramatic poem, gentle and grave 
enough, but long and sweet and full of al* 
luring nncertaintiea She had never thought 
that uncertainty could seem pleasant to one 
•gain, after one was done with being young. 
When she saw Mr. Timbers strike a pick 
bto the ground and set a crowbar down to 
the froien heart of her future home, she 
thrilled from head to foot. 
''1 11 wann a bigger place for you to look 
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out,'* said one of the children, breathing on 
the frosted pane. Tliis kind intent proving 
unsuccessful — for the frost was dense — 
the boy licked the window generously. 

^' Oh, thank you I " said Corona, in a glow 
^ of feeling. 

'^ It 's been a cold winter,'* said the wo- 
man of the house. ^ We Ve burned a sight 
of coal. It's taken six ton to keep tliis 
house warm — these five rooms. When I 
lived up*town, back from the water, I made 
a ton last. It comes hard. And William 's 
had back luck. Nor the boys ain't done 
much belter. But I'd rather live down 
here. I can watch tlie boat There ! That 's 
their sail/' 

Corona looked out through the uncur- 
tained spot that the kindness of her little 
host had left for her glad and hopeful eyes. 
She saw the chilly white speck on the gray 
horizon. The nearer water showed blue 
and cold. And on the beach, where she 
had always seen the hot sand glitter, flecks 
of ice lay tossing with the weeds. They 
had a cruel look, like teeth. 
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CoroiMi turned to the fislier-people with a 
feeling new and gentle, such as die had 
never had to any one before. She thought 
of their acant, denied, imperilled lives, 
their imcomplaining and courageous hearts. 
When the good woman brought hot toa 
for her, she said to hernelf, " We shall be 
neighbors." It sccuietl to her she had never 
realljr had a neighbor. Slie experienceil a 
new emotion. 

" We 've got her laid," said Mr. Timbers, 
oommg in, — " we 've got her laid out true ; 
and when you and him have signed your 
lease, that 's all yotf 'w got to do about her. 
I II have my men to work first day the 
frost gets. It won't be long, now. S'pose 
you like it here in summer, eh T It appears 
to me it 's a litUe windy." 

Soon aftor her first trip to Fairharbor, 
Corona went a little way into the country, 
to visit an old schodmate with a new baby. 
Om day the baby feU into the firo, and 
Ooraia munaut to nick it nut. ml^a «•«— ;.«.w] 
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her ankle. This gallant deed and its unto- 
ward consequence confined hex for some 
weeks to the house. 

Mr. Timbers had said that he thought it 
would be well for her to run down to Fair- 
harbor occasionally during the erection of 
her house ; and Corona had said that she 
should certainly come very often. 

Meanwhile, the carpenters were at work. 
Corona had contracted with Mr. Timbers 
that tlie cottage should be finisdicd by tlie 
middle of May. She had made this pro- 
vision with a keen sense of the accepted 
helplessness of her sex in such matters, and 
a keener desire to be on her guard against 
the traditional imposition of the builders. 
She would have expected Mr. Timbers to 
cheat her, had he not been superintendent 
of the Sunday-school. And now here she 
was, wearing, upon the delicate health of 
her hostess; dependent upon the surgery 
of a more tiian rural doctor, who said he 
had dojNioserf the case; and reduced en* 
tirely to her imagination and the daily mail 
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(it aeemed to make everything worse that 
it was brought five miles by a stage-coach) 
for any knowledge of her now sacred and 
absorbing interests at Fairharbor. 

The builder wrote often. One day he 
asked, Would she have cedar post T 

And Corona, whose architectural educa- 
tion was already rusting out, wrote back: 
''What do I need a cedar post for?'* 

Another time he said that the A No. 1 
shingles he ordered had not come ; but, by 
mistake, only the best pine shingles. He 
thought he might use those, seeing Uiey 
were on hand, and he would make it square 
on the esttnate. Corona, in some Indigna- 
tkio, telegn^ihed that, of course, she wanted 
tiie best pine shingles under any cireum* 
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Mr. Timbers leisurely replied that best 
sbhi(^ did not mean best shiogles, and 
that nothing was best but A No. 1. This 
iras InnmsI but perplezing, and in either 
%kt it was lost time. 

Ihe next daj he sent word that he 
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thought the kitchen closet had better be 
built in the parlor, and that, if 'twas his 
he*d turn the piazza the lee side of the 
house ; that one of his men had hammered 
a finger off, and one was drunk, and an- 
other had a baby to bury, which delayed 
the work ; that he thouglit he should leave 
the kitchen unfinished till she got there, on 
account of the sink and a few such ; and 
that the weather was against them, for it 
had rained ever since ho began. 

Then followed a peculiarly harrowing 
correspondence about details, which at tliis 
helpless distance assumed enormous and 
morbid importance in Corona's mind, and 
the discussion of which Mr. Timbers always 
closed with the remark that the weather 
was against them and it bad rained ever 
since they began. It was invariably bright 
sunlight when Corona received these let- 
ters. 

For the first time, she began to wish that 
Tom were at home to help her; but the 
Corliss engine oouki not have wrung from 
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her the oeknowledginent of iht0 not un- 
worthy oentiment 

She found a certain relief in occupying 
herself with prcpamtions for the internal ar- 
rangements of her home. Susy had prom- 
ised (if there were a closet for it) to pro- 
Tide the bedding; and the mother of the 
baby that fell into the fire kindly agreed to 
mark the pillow-cases in tambour cotton. 
Corona felt grateful for the removal of 
these important burdens. But enough re- 
mained. As slie lay upon her Ioungc« in her 
friend's ^ spare room/' they gathered awful 
proportions. Things to be done dawned 
upon her, one at a time, in a diseased, spo- 
ndie way. Now it was the fixture of a 
be d room curtain. Now a poker for the 
pailor grate. Then she remembered she 
bad n't any grate to poke. Tlien, by some > 
incrsdiUe psydiological caprice, her atten- 
tion woold concentrate itself upon the 
clotbe»4iorso. Did clothes-horses grow in 
Fairiuurbor t How shouM she get one from 
Boston, if they did n't 7 Suddenly she wonU 
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be oreroome by a fierce anxiety about the 
nature of waflle-irous, and then she would 
remember that she must hare a broonL In 
the depths of tlie night there would mys- 
teriously darken down upon her the con- 
sciousness that she could never keep house 
without salt-cellain. In the sparkle of the 
dawn she would jerk herself feverishly up- 
right in bed, to wonder if dish-toweb came 
fringed. At moments her whole soul reeled 
beneath the prospect of getting her sheets 
marked ; and at others the realisation of 
the fact that she must have soft soap for 
Mondays seemed a burden greater than slie 
could bear. Two things in particular as- 
sumed curious and portentous shapes in her 
imagination. One was the clothes-post, and 
another was the hogsliead for rain-water. 
IIow should she get tlie hogsliead? How 
should she get any rain, if she had a hog^ 
head T How could she keep house till she 
had a duthes-post ? And how could she get 
a dothes-post till she had begun to keep 
house t Night after night she dreamed of 
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hogsheads and clotlies*posts. Slie wnked 
cold with her efforts to plant the clotlies- 
post in the parlor carpet, and weak irith 
the attempt to set a lunch-table for sixteen 
upon the slippery surface of the liogi«licad. 
Her mind became a frightful chaos of house- 
hold detail 

Corona was not of precisely what we call 
a domestic temperament, and this experi- 
ence had some dii«tresi>ing elTects. There, 
for instance, were the pin-cu>hions. One 
noon it occurred to her that she could not 
ha?e a house without pin-cuMiions, and frarn 
that unhappy hour her tortuivd fancy had 
no rest Slie had never made a pin-cushion 
in her life. It seemed to her that it would 
be easier to make a man-of-war. Corona 
was determined to keep the balance of 
power economical and artistic in her modest 
home. She would not fill oven a cushion 
with a "dear" stuffing in a cheap house. 
She would not have emery and silk with 
matched boards and bare floors. She agi- 
taled hevaelf over these appalling question!* 



That came, perhaps, of being a woman, 
she thought Did men think about pin« 
cushions when they built houses? Six 
rooms — six pin-cushions. Six colors for 
six pin-cus«liions in six rooms. She tor- 
mented herself witli calculatk>ns. One day 
she said to her friend : — 

*' I 'II tear my heart out and put it into 
the spare room before I will tliink about 
this any longer. Tlie only trouble is they 
might find it a Utile hard.*' 

** It could be used for hairpins," said her 
friend, absently. <'I sliould flute it, too, 
and put a mock Valenciennes cover on." 

As regarded the morals <rf pin-cushions, 
•0 with furniture and decoration. 

** I '11 have no upholstery too fine for my 
house. In a five*hundred-dollar house noth- 
ing should be more than iwenty-five cents 
a yard," pronounced Corona, with the con- 
■cwusnessof the highest principle and (what 
is mora comforting) of the purest taste to 
support her. ^ My purpose is to make the 
toveliest poaibte home out of the leaat poa- 
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mble money ; and in the history of nil pur- 
poivesy hnrmony is the chief element of 
power." 

^ Buy your furniture at a factory in the 
white/' telegraphed Tom, one day, from 
Califomin, iu the i^crfectly disconnected but 
useful iiiauner characteristic of Tom when 
he gave ailvice. He had not written to 
Corona since he went away. A iwrial story 
could not have so convinced her that his 
busy heart remembered her. And in the 
moment^ the worry and wenr of her some* 
what solitary plans dissolved like tlie fogs 
within the sunrise on her om'u golden liar- 
bor shore. She had almost cried, the day 
before, when she went out alone (her first 
walk since her accident), to buy her own 
alver. It had seemed to her a very pa- 
thetic thing to do. Now it seem d rather 
amusing than otherwise. How Tom would 
Uugh I And Tom remembered her j always 
had. She put the foolish, extravagant tele- 
gram to her lips. She said '< Dear Tom/' 
■tting aloiie. Her heart lifted. She was 
sore she shoiild be happy in her house. 
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Besides, the silver was plated. It was n*t 
worth a sentiment, however cheap. 

** Let me catch you at it again ! ** said 
Corona, apostrophizing her wet lashes in 
the glaM. '* I *ll feed you off of pewter, if 

Ido!'* 

Corona was interrupted by tlie stage rum- 
bling by with tlie afternoon mail. She 
dried her eyen and went over to the office, 
whero she found two letters. One was from 
Susy, and ran : — 

Dear Co, — I hope you *ro coming home 
soon. Baby has the mumps. There are a 
great many express packages for you that 
keep coming. It will remind you how many 
friends you have. I have taken the liberty 
^- 1 knew you would n*t care — I opened 
them all. Sixteen of them are pin-eushions 
and fourteen aire tidies. One is a patent 
nutmeg-grater. 

Yours, aff., Sine. 

P. S. — The tidies are all green and fif* 
teen of the oushions are red.. 
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The other letter was from the buader, 
and reMJ tt followfl : — 

Faibrabbob. 

J>MAM Madam, — I should like to have 
jrou Mod your furniture on At once. We 
find it won't go up the stain. We muet 
build it mto the house. 

Tbe^ weather has been very poor and it 
f»»«d almost ever since we began to 



Tour% with respect, 

G. W. ToiBEBB. 
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CoROXA recovered the use of her ankle so 
doirly that, as Susy sold, so long as Baby 
had the mumps it did not seem wise to visit 
Fairharbor just at present Corona sighed 
and submitted. She held the baby, with 
one foot on a chair, and contented herself by 
writing more or less contradictory orders to 
her builder by every mail. Corona had her 
share of friends — kind, obliging, good peo- 
ple ; but there seemed to be no one of them 
on whom she felt at precise liberty to call 
and say : ** Run down to Fairharbor in tlie 
month of April, and put a house in order for 
a lame woman.'* At the age Corona had 
reached, a woman's friends are more or less 
unavailaUe to her for emergencies. Most 
of them had neuralgia or a baby, sid(*head- 
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aehafl or a hnnlNiiidy a public school or a 
IratNichial cough. If not thci«e, tlicn a wid- 
o'wer, a mmwtery a Sunday-school, a mother, 
A flirtation, or a Society for the Elevation 
of the Human Bace, to keep Uiem at home. 
More and more, at Corona grew older, she 
was impreMcd by the great helplessness of 
human friendship. 

•* We don't serve each other vcrj' far," 
irliispered Corona, mournfully, to the baby. 
'^ It is little we can do, After all. We hold 
out a hand now and then, impukively or 
guardedly, as the case mny be ; we throng 
on and pass; we jostle and are gone; we 
leaei ve our real needs from esch other as if 
tbej were gnilty secrets. Who perceives 
vlien his friend is starving? Who cries 
out : Give me bread ? Emerson was right 
when he said** — 

^ I think her left cheek has gone down a 
litde,** obser ve d Susy^ coming m. She anx- 
•oaalj watched the baby, bending low over 
it^ The mother and diild regarded each 
ao dosdy ihat each perceived its own 
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countenance daguerreotyped in the other's 

affectionate eyes. 

" They have a right to their eye-beams, 
and aU the rest is Fate," finished Corona, 

aloud. 

She reproached herself that afternoon. 

What did she want, then, that she should sit 
and challenge the sacrcil name of Frieu<l- 
ship, like a beggar whining on a curbstone T 
She, with her fourteen tidies, sixteen pin- 
cushions, and a nutmeg-grater? She, with 
Susy, and the baby (and the mumpp), and 
Tom, and a cottage in Faurharbor, and her 
own sweet way T 

^ Is this what they mean by growing old- 
maidish?" said Corona, giving herself a , 
moral jerk. **Is it to grow peevish and 
critical, and mope because you^ve done 
exactly as you wanted to, and must adjust 
yourself to consequences? And Tom is 
coming home to-morrow. More shame to 
you ! '• cried Corona, with another jerk. 

<<Why! rU go down and hwk alter 
yoor cottage,'* said Tom, when he got 
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home. " 1 11 go the day before, nnd have 
it all as nlick as a i^liistle. Then I 'U stay 
— let me see — I *11 stay two nights and a 
day besides. Sue can't; that's clear. I 
can. I 'd rather than not, Coro. I 'U get 
supper. Gracious!'* added Tom, reflect- 
ively, " you see if I don't get supixjr." 

It was tlie seventeenth of June — a dear 
day, brisk and fresh, full of color and that 
indeCnable elasticity of atmof^phere which 
Bwkes a light heart. On the fifteenth, Mr. 
Timbers had sent the keys of her house to 
Corona. He was sorry not to have the 
work done in May; but the weather had 
been against them, he said, and it had 
nmed ever since they began. On the six- 
teenth, as good as his word, Tom had gone 
on to make the cottage ready for Corona ; 
who followed with her baggage, her servant, 
ud her lame ankle, in the afternoon of the 
ibUowing day. 

Hie same of the good woman whom 
Cotoaa onnied with her waa Pnella Vir- 
PtaeOa Virginia was a kind personi 
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no longer young, who had once (in Corona's 
tender years) nursed her through the mea- 
sles and had given her grapes when nobody 
was looking. It would be diflicult to say 
why these facts had induced Corona to se- 
lect Puclla Virginia as the guide, philoso- 
pher, and f ricwl of her future life ; but cor- / 
tain it is that they had their influence. As 
the time came to leave Tom's house, a cei** 
tain unreasonable homesickness overtook 
her. Puella Virginia seemed to her like 
somebody she had lived with before. 

" I tliink I shall call you Elvir," said Co- 
rona, as they drove from the Fairharbor sta- 
tion through tlio crookcfl, crawling streets 
of the old seaport town, out upon the Cape 
and down to the broad shore, where there 
waited for her the home which she had 
never seen. She felt so overwhelmed with 
excitement at that moment it seemed to her 
that if she had to say anythuig so long as 
PueUa Vurginia she should cry. 

«<Just as yon please/' said PueUa Vir- 
ginia, with some dignity. 
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It was a sound more familiar than the 
Harbor wave.^, dcircr tlian the Harbor sky. 
Corona turned quickly. 

" I (old you I 'd littve it ready," said Tom. 
** I 'm glad Puella lias come ; but everything 
is in beautiful order.*' 

Tom stood in the doorway, in his shirt* 
sleeves. The signs of honest toil were on 
his manly brow. His left cheek was a little 
smutty and he held a gridiron in one hand. 
Something was dropping from it on the 
piazza in a leisurely manner. 

" It *8 only gra y." said Tom, calmly, " I 
tried a soup and some scrambled eggs, and 
I baked a few beans; but something ailed 
tliem ally so I just sent up for a chop. I 'm 
glad Puella has come ; but ever^^thing is in 
order. You *d better come in. It blows so 
we can't keep anything opeiL Tliere ! Tell 
Puella to shut the kitchen door, or the house 
will be lifted off its moorings. I find we 
always have to keep the kitchen door shut 
A lot of things blew out this morning. I 
hod to hire a boy to run after thein. I 
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don't know what they were. They seemed 
to he little thingn, moBtly, with ribbons and 
laoes. Game in the bureau drawers. IguoAS 
they were what you call tidies, or night-caps 
perhaps, or neck-ties — something of that 
sort Have to sliut the windows, too; it 
blows so. Don't sit down there. I left 
your P^'che there till I could find a place 
for her. Oh! no; (here are a lot of pic- 
tures. The boy 1 hired broke a few when 
be helped me unpack ; but it *s nothing se- 
rious. Here, I 'II ^nd a place. There was 
a sofa here a few minutes ago. Oh I yes, 
it 's under the sheets and pillow-cases. Now, 
there I Pretty Ured T Welcome home, my 
dear. Everything in beautiful order. Wait 
till I give this toastbg-rack to PuelU. Ev- 
erything 's in •' — 

Tom retired with the gridiron, more or less 
bcoberently ; and Corona looked about her. 
She sat in a little gray park>r, to which the 
frontdoor, opoiing directly, had introduced 
her. Three unopened packing-boxes and a 
nfrigerator stood in the room. Sheets and 
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table^dotha ky plentifully scattered upon the 
furniture ; broken glass crackled beneath her 
feet; the uncarpeted floor was bUck with the 
foo^marics of carpenters, masons, and paints 
era; the refrigerator had been dragged in 
without casters, and had left a long, deep^ 
jagged cut upon the soft pme floor and thresh* 
oU. Confusedly die noticed her best Ten« 
nyson lying under the stove ; a pot of yel- 
low paint in a comer stood upon a pile of 
muslin curtains. At intervals die observed 
qiecimens of her fourteen green tidies. Tom 
•eemed to have labored under the impres- 
don that they were lamp-mats, and to have 
spread them upon tables and shelves tiU he 
began to get tired. Upon the otherwise 
empty book-eases, die recogniaed more or 
leas <rf her pincushkms, piled high and look- 
bg partioulariy red. 

^Bverything'js m order — most,'' said 
Tom, eommg back and koking about with 
a tiled, happy fam. ""Only a few litde 
things, like these. There won't be any 
milk till momUig, and the hogshead 'a emp- 
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ty» Htifl sotnetiiing *g out of kilter with the 
kitchen stove. But all the beds are up, and 
Puella says we can sleep here just as well as 

not. 

"Sleep liere!" echoed Corona. *'Why, 
where should we ** — 

•* Excuse me," said Puella Virginia, kuock- 
at the door at that moment and pa«fhing in 
without an answer. ** But now look here I 
Your brother's done heaps; heaps: but 
there's heaj}sl€/i! Now look here! There's 
a woman out here at tlie back door says 
she's a neighbor, and you must be busy, 
and won't you come to tea with her ? " 

" Oh ! yeif," said Tom, reviving. " I 've 
had my meals tliere so far. They 're excel* 
lent Her husband 's a fisherman. They 've 
been very kind. I call her the Good Samari* 
tan. We might go ; only there 's my chop.*^ 

Tom looked disappointed. 

''Now Uxk here I'* advised Puelk Vir- 
ginia. ^ If yon 11 excuse me, you 'd better 
go. Take that there chop along. She won't 
■iad. Take it over with you, and get ft 



quiet, decent supper; and when yon get 
there, 9Ui^ there. 1 11 call you by and by. 
He 's all tuckered out Keep him over there. 
I don't want no help, and there's supper 
enough in the lunch*bag for me." 

<' Well," said Tom, hwking rdieved, <« per- 
haps we may as well I meant to have your 
snp|)er ready ; but, ob PuelU says, there is 
a good deal to do. Let us go." 

'' Very well," said Corona. She felt as if 
she were visiting. It did not oceur to her 
to oiler any suggestions. 

Tom took the chop, which Puella put into 
the first dish that came to hand (it proved 
to be a soap^ish), and meekly led the way 
to the Good Samaritan's. Coronn limped 
after him, in a daied condition. It was late 
before POelU Virginia called them; and 
Tom and Corona were loo tired to look 
about, but hurried off to bed in the heavy 
shadows of the stnnge, disordered little 
house. Puella gave them each a candle set 
into a bottle. 

''Oh,yesI" ifid Corona. '' I forgot can- 
dleatidu." 
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"CMi, ye«I" Mid Tom. «I forgot the 
kcroseiM* 

" There is rft any bokter anywhere round, 
is there? " called Tom from hifl room, through 
the thin matched-board wall, which was blue 
OB Corona*8 aide and green on his. 

•• Oh ! •• said Corona. " I forgot bolsters.'* 

Just as Corona was sinking into her first 
•weet sleep there came a deprecatory wail 
from the green side of tlie wall. 

" (Mi I I say, Co 1 Sorry to trouble you ; 
but yott have n*t got such a thing as soap 
or towels in the house, have you T ** 

'No,** said Corona. "I forgot the soap 
and the towels.** 

In the middle of the night there was a 
crash. It was a terrible crash. Corona, 
terrified, sprang from her bed. Puella Vir- 
ginia ran arrand in her night-dress. Even 
ia her terror Corona foimd this a memora- 
Ueoght 

•It's only mer cried Tom, with un- 
gnu nm a t i cal reassurance. '^Something's 
iuippened to this cheap bed. I believe 
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I *m on the' floor. I don't know whert the 
bed is." 

Corona hurried to his rescue True 
enough. Her cheap furniture, ^' bought in 
the white," had surrendered to Tom's hon- 
est and sufficient bulk ; and in a debris of 
slats and springs the big fellow lay inglori- 
ous. The head-boarci of the new bed leaned 
in a sickly manner against tlie sea-green 
wall, while the foot-board sought the sup- 
port of the wash-stand, on which a dusty 
pitcher stood unfilled and inhospitable. It 
was a most homesick and depressing sight 

'' Oh ! " said Tom, after the two had re* 
garded it in silence for some portentous mo* 
ments, '' I remember. I forgot the clamps I " 

And thus the evening and the morning 
were the first day of Corona's domestic life. 
Truth compels me to state that it was not 
until the following siuiset that any measure 
of calm settled upon that chaotic household. 
Corona had expected to feel more or less erf 
the impreasiveness of the experience whbh 
can oome bnt once to any human creaturo 
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— the fint pomession of tlie first four walk 
which we call our own. On the contrary, 
ehe found hef mind aa devoid of M*ntiment 
as a laat jear'a grocer'a bill But Kuddenly, 
as the vif^t drew down, a vwift and almoat 
Mcred change fell uix>n her. like the change 
of metare in the Pvalma of David. When die 
went to dreaa for t^a — getting into some* 
thing fresh and aof t, with lace and color — 
and heard for the fimt time in her own liouse 
her own supper-bell vigorously chiming in 
PneUa Viiginia*s warm hands, her heart 
leaped ; and then it aeemed to kneel. She 
stole gently down. The dining-room was 
tiny, neat» and bright The table was set, 
and the late light from the yreBt fell in upon 
the pkted — No» thoie were her motlier's 
ipooML Her lip quivered. She said : — 

^ Too surprised me, Tom.** But die couM 
act say anything more. 

There was a note there from Susy, too, 
with Chmeae teacups. There were several 
tiungs on the table die had not seen before. 

^ People kept sending them,** said Tom, 
kbdiy. 
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And the Good Samaritan made and sent 
the smoking rolls. Slie thought '^ they'd 
be too beat out to cook.'* 

Corona and Tom sat down. Tom did not 
usually ** ask grace ** at table. He had re* 
served opinions alx>ut the custom, though 
now and then, Corona renicmbere<1, he had 
conformed to it; but never, she was sure, 
when his thoughts were light. To-night 
Tom hesitated a moment Then he bowed 
his head and said : — 

** Thou who dwellest in so many homes, 
po BscsB thyself of this. Thou who settest 
the solitary in families, bless the life which 
is sheltered here. Grant that trust and 
peace and comfort may abide within ; and 
that love and light and usefulness may go 
from out this house forever.** 

''Amen!** said heavily an unexpected 
voice. It was Puella Virginia, standing in 
the kitchen doorway, with waffles. 
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imiDE AND OUT. — ALOHB. 

AxD now Tom was gone. " Give me your 
Messing and a nuid wich/' he hud said ; ** but 
don*t get up, nor a breakfast." As a mat- 
ter of course, therefore, Puclla Virginia's 
fulfill was more than usually elaborate ; and 
Corona rose an hour too soon, to pick wild 
roses for Susy. Tom held out patient hands 
for them, swore not at all when the thorns 
got under his gloves, kissed Corona twice, 
said he *d come again and bring the baby, 
and indeed he was gone. The Fairharbor 
omnibus, very impatient and very yellow, 
trundled off with him laboriously. As he 
went over the hill, he looked back, and saw 
Corona standing on tlie grtet bowlder to 
wave her hand. Her figure stood higher 
than the little brown house. She wore blue. 
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and seemed cut like a solitary silhouette 
against the paler sky. 

She went back into the house slowly. She 
and Puclla Virginia were quite alone. Co- 
rona Wandered restlessly about the still un- 
ordered rooms. For half an hour she won- 
dered how she should like living in her 
own house. Tlie sun was fresh, the sea was 
fair, the air was sweet, the wild roses looked 
in, the tide went out peacefully. Puella 
frani the kitchen reminded her that there 
was enough to do in this house to take two 
folks a month. But Tom was gone. 

** 1*11 go to walk,*' said Corona, decidedly, 
to herself. ''I'm going to walk, Pu — El- 
vir," she said to Puella, faintly. 

Up to this time she had felt as if she were 
visiting Tom. Now she ^elt as if she were 
boarding with Puella. She almost appealed 
to her for permission to carry out a prefer- 
ence. 

'^ There hain't a stitch took nor a chair 
dusted," said Puella, with dissatisfaction. 
*'Te put up all the curtains and pictures 
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before I 'd scrubbed a floor. Ye tended to 
them Btatooe and books; but look at yer 
parior windows ! ** 

«• Poella Vir — Elvir," said Corona, gently, 
•* 1 don't know how to keep house, I 'm 
afraid. But you will do it for me, I am sure." 

'< Will ye trust me T *' asked Puella, after 
some thought. 

<« If I did n*t trust you I should not have 
bvited you to live with me," said Corona, 
gently still. ** We shall be a long while to- 
gether, Puella ; and often and much alone. 
I hope that we shall make each other happy 
•ad become true friends." 

Puelk Virginia was silent No lady had 
ever spc^en to her like tliat She watched 
Corona as she paced the beach in the bright 
nHNning ; her refined, slender figure bending 
to the light breeie from the east. Puelk 
Viighna was a big woman. 

*^ Well, yes,*" she said, after some thought, 
^peaking ahrad. ^ 1 11 make her happy, if 
I cu. Bless her, yes 1 " 

Gmma walked a lonir time. The beach. 
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left by the departed tide, was a web of soft 
shades. She was captured in it Gray, 
pearl, silver, mauve, sepia, olive green, and 
didl wliito tints betokened sand and weeds, 
perhaps ; but to her eye they took the fig- 
ure of a huge palette. Tlie semicircle of 
tlie shore curved, and she stood within it 
musing and reluctant, like the artist's hand 
before the virgin color. 

Toward noon tlie sky became overcast 
with soft, warm clouds. They had gray 
hearts. Faint forms of blue showed througli, 
evanescent The shore wore veils of blue- 
green liaze. The water, which had been 
blue and brilliant at an earlier hour, grew 
gray ; but seemed warmer for this change of 
countenance* Rays of light fell across the 
harbor ; from where, one knew not They 
were long, narrow, fine, and bright As she 
watehed them, tliey throbbed ; tliey seemed 
like the glittering, scaly backs of unknown 
sea creatures. There were few vessels upon 
the harbor. Tliese moved in and out on 
mysterious and idle errands, through a silver 
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ftimof^ere. Little dories trailed nfter them. 
On the rocks were gentle breakera; tlie 
foam WM all at play. When Corona came 
into the house, the light lay thin, warm, and 
still across the parlor floor. 

She told PucUa Virginia that she thought 
die would get a bath ; and Puella, without 
protest, brought her batliing-dress. Corona 
dreamily wandered down to a little cove 
where the sand was warm and the cliffs were 
high, and gave greeting to the ocean with 
the passion which only his lovers under- 
stand. 8lie flung herself under the green 
fire of the ** third wave," and said : ^ I am 
ilivel alive!'* 

Corona felt exhilarated all that day. 
She had a good appetite and large aspira- 
tiomL She took Tom*s seat at table, and 
kioked through open doors upon the silver 
•ea. 8he ate an extra piece of cake for dea- 
iert, out of dieer sense oi life. Puella Vir* 
giaia hung up the curtains alone. Corona 
cmU not work. The world was too fair — 
or the cake too full oi saleratua. At inter* 
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ynls she «iid to Piwlla : " I miwt remember 
to call you EWir." She lud never once re- 
membered it 

It trill be of interest, perhnps, to the 
reader who hiis followed Coronn's imevent- , 
ful history, to be introduced more distinctly 
to the home which five hundred dollars and 
an old maid had founded. Tlie hoiioe, as I y 
have said, was brown ; the blinds and trim- 
mings were of a darker shade than the walls 
of narrow matched boards. The cottage 
contained five rooms sod • kitchen. Tlie 
body of this imposing buHding stood twenty 
feet square upon tlie ground. The kitdien 
measured nine feet by eight, and there was 
a wood-shed, three feet wide, in which Pu- 
ella managed to pile the wood, and various 
domestic mysteries into which Corona felt 
no derire to penetrate. There were a par- 
lor, a dining-room, a guest-room, and two 
room* left for " the family." There were 
two ckmets, a cool-bin, and a loft The 
house stood on what, for want ol a odentific 
term. Corona called pien; and Puella Vir- 
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ginia found infinite capabilities in what 
nughty oould, would, or should have been 
the cellar, if this valuable space had been 
ckxaed in. The two women preferred it as 
» it waa Corona could see the clover grow- 
ing. What so delightful as to see clover 
growing beneath oue*s house ! And Puella 
Virginia said it would keep out rats. But 
the boy whom Tom hired to help unpack — 
he was the Good Samaritan's hoy, and his 
name was Zerubbabel — Zcrubbabel ob- 
jccted. He said he didn't like to see a 
house on stilts. 

Corona's liouse had no plaster, no paper- 
ing, and no carpets. Her parlor, which, as 
I have said, opened directly upon the water, 
was painted gray ; the walls were of the 
paler color in a guU's wing ; the ceiling had 
the tint of dulled pearis; the floor was rock 
gray (a border of hUck ran around this 
floor) ; the beams and rafters, left visible by 
the abaenee of phwtering, were touched with 
vhat is known to artists as neutral tint 
The effeola were all simply combined, and 
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tlieir factors to be found without difficulty 
upon the palette of tlie Fairharbor house 
and sign painter. Several felt mats were 
on the floor, lliey woi*e of that individual 
and indescribable color for which the Yan- 
kee mind has no lictter name than cherry. 
They were fringed witli gray. The dado- 
band was formed of wood-cuts. They were 
of the same shape and s«ze.and fitted nicely. 
Tliey were all liindHcai^es. Puella called 
them ** views." They were bordered by a 
fine painted line of black. The effect of 
them was soft and rich. Corona had been 
some years in collecting tliem from Ameri- 
can and Englixh uingasines. A f riese of car- 
dinal dowel's finiithod the top of tlie room. 
These were cut from chromes bought by 
the wholesale at an auction. They bore the 
burning carmine tint, which was the light 
of the room, and at that height had an in- 
credible air of refinement. The curtains in 
this room were cotton flannel, of a silver 
shade, bordered and tied with cherry. The 
cheap and comfortable lounges which Mr. 
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Umbers hud iiuicle were upholstered also 
in gray ooiton flannel. They had bright 
pillows. A dcck-chnir stood at the eastern 
window, with cherry ribbons. Corona's 
books, statuettes, and pictures were abun- 
dant in this rooin. Tlicre was a tiny open 
store. The rocking*chair was old and gen- 
erous; the tables^loth was one of Susy's, 
that happened to be kind in color ; and the 
room had the air of having been lived in a 
long time. 

In the dining-room there was no paint 
The soft wood walls and floor and ceiling 
were oiled without color, and the fine char- 
aeteristic yellow tints of the pine looked 
throogk The little ^twna absorbed much 
light It was curtained with English silesia, 
of a golden brown. Susy had worked oak- 
leaves npon the curtains. A slielf to hold 
Corona's modest store of bric-d-6rae (con- / 
listing at this stage in her history of the , 
teo-nm, one caddy, some India shells, and 
the collar-bone of a deformed haddock that 
Zsrabbobel gave her) was finished with hem- 
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lock bark. The rafters in the ceiling of this 
room were covered with Uie thin lichens 
that grow on stones and the trunks of trees. 
Gold-paper behind them gave out flecks like 
sunlight in a dense phcc. 

Puclla Virginia's room was as yet unfin- 
ished. Corona had thought it courtesy to 
wait and consult tlie taste of its occupant 

Corona's room was blue, shading swiftly 
from the floor to the ceiling, which was very 
pale. Butterflies were on this ceUing, cut 
from natural history specimen cards. They 
were all of pale colors — white and gold or 
rose. The windows were draped with two 
old.fashionc<l dresses that Coroim and Susy 
had once alike. Tliey were blue-and-white 
muslin, and had grown soft with many 
washings. 

The guest room was green — floor, walls, 
furniture. Corona hired a man for a day's 
wages to paint the furniture, while she 
watched and directed him. The walls she 
hung abundantly with ferns, pressed and se- 
curely fastened with gum tragocanth. There 
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WW much of the creeping fern. The cur- 
tains were of cheap white muslin, and were 
not tied. The room looked like a bower. 

There was not, let me add, a stork, a bul* 
rushy a Japanese fan, nor a grandmother's 
teacup in the house. I am describing, of 
course, the appearance of Corona's cottage 
as it existed in her imagination until the 
end of several weeks* occupancy and oppor- 
tunity. In the political economy of house* 
hold art deooraticm the slightest possible 
sum of money may be made to accomplish 
the largest conceivable results ; but the one 
condition of which the most lavish expen- 
ditare is ne ce ss a ry is time. Possibly one 
might add to this a little talent In place 
ol the latter, a fair allowance of taste. In 
Ueo of either, the Lamp of Obedience will 
lighi the way. A liod-carrier would be well* 
aigh inexcusable in these days for having 
na ugly home. 

This day of which I spoke -— the first af* 
lor Ton's departure — clouded a little soon 

The afternoon set in rather 
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drearily. It sprinkled on the windows, 
which Puella Virginia had just washed. 
Corona could not walk upon the beach. She 
wandered out into the kitchen. The kitchen 
was stained a deep walnut color, with oil 
and umber; tlie kitchen tables were shel- 
laced. Puella was scouring tia Every- 
tliing looked very clean. 

••You shall have a rockingHjhair,'' said 
Corona; anxbus to make the partner of 
her domestic joys and sorrows as happy as 

possible. 

Puella Virginia thanked her, but said it 

would kick her sliins. 

•^ How would you like lambrequins, and a 
little seat in the window-sill!" asked Co- 
rona. *• There are a plenty of bright dark 
prints to be had for six cents a yard. We 
can make the kitchen very pretty." 

** They *d grease,'* said Puella, hM»nically. 

« Perhaps so," said Corona, looking disap- 
pointed. She felt uncomforUble with her 
rugs and her ribbons and her old Uue mus* 
Itn dresses, while Puelk's floors and walls 
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were bare. Dmibtlets Corona will be much 



derided for this hyper-iesthesia of the nymr J 
pnthiea But rfie could not lielp it; it waa 
her ** way.** Slie hod alwAys found it hard 
to umlentfind the ** nervants* line '* in kindly, 
eomfortaUe, Christian homes, and was apt 
to tnmsgress upon it. Besides, in a house 
twenty feet square the distance between the 
parlor and the kitchen is so particularly 
■mail! 

**You*re very kind," said Puelhi, gra- 
ciously ; ** but it seems to me, if you 're go* 
ing to do that kmd of thing, my room 's the 
place for it" 

"^ Vety well," said Corona. '' What color 
shall we get for yoiur room, Puelvir ? I will 
bay the material to>morrow ; but you shall 
select it Tou shall have exactly what you 
wont** 

** Well/* said Pnella, after a long and 
thoughtful pause, ^ if I can have exactljf 
whatltooiil" — 

^Tes^" interrupted Corona, eagerly. 
«<Ened/l** 
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''Then," said Puella, with a kindling 
countenance, ** I should like them curtains 
to be maroon and indigo." 

** Maroon and tiidigo ! " gasped Corona. 

''Two to each window," said Puella, 
proudly. '<I had a cousin once who got 
married and had some. You never saw any- 
thing like the way the maroon fell down 
onto the indigo. It was so rich 1 I always 
said, if / ever got married, I 'd have maroon 
and indigo curtains. It ain*t exactly get- 
ting married, living out with you," added 
Puella, reflectively ; " but it 's enough sight / 
easier work, 'n better wages. And, if I have J 
them curtains, I slian't never regret that I 
did n't take Pete Bnily. Only thing made 
me hesitate about Pete was when I thought 
about my cousin's curtains. Now I shall 
have the curtains, without the plague o' 
Pete. I 'm much obliged to you. Miss Co- 
rona ; very' much, indeed. I '11 hem 'em 
myself." 

Corona turned away. Slie was speechless 
with, mingled emotions. Not for her new 
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CUe dainty home and all the kingdom and 
loiy thereof would ^he bnve disappointed 
tella Yii^ginia now. 
Bot — maroofi and imf^o / 



Hie etorm set in heavily toward night. 
le eea toesed and the fog nettled. Sails 
wn throogli silver were blotted out. Tlie 
■letle of the beach was blurred. Birds 
lew low and whistled restlessly. The new 
isose began to leak. PucUa went about 
«ry much tucked np as to her skirts, and 
lopped vigorously beneaUi the delicate cur- 
nas. Idlers fled from the rocka Zerubba- 
id— whom, by the way, let me hasten to 
ij, pasw^id by the pet name of Zero in the 
asom of his family-* Zero came over with 
be af temooB mafl ; but no other sign of life 
MMked the eottage. The fog-bell began 
ilolL 

Coie«a went out and stood in the back 
•arway and peered into the summer rain, 
ha heard Am water dripping into her empty 
ad waipi^g begahead, and for the first 
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time completely renlized that ahc wm in hw 
own home; that she owned the floor ahe 
trod on, the w«lb that shelteicd her, the 
roof th«t leaked on her, the rain that fell 
for her, and the peadHMskot into which 
PuelU was putting Utde sticks to build a Ut* 
Ue fire in her little parkir grate, by which 
■he shouM sit with slippered leet alone — 

«' What 's that? " cried PueUa Viiglnia. 

It was the expraasoiaa, driving furioudy 
thioagh the wet 
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^ Bm driTen/* mid Ptiella^ '< as if iie was 
T^g to get awAj from Bcarlet fever, or a 
M he did n'i like.'* 

^ He does seem in a Inirry/' obw^rvecl Co* 
MM. Tlie two women watched liim eagerly. 
i wa« Ibe irst time tlie exprennnan had 
iBed VBexpectedly at tlie cottage. Corona 
k thai it was an event Oddly, too, she 
tBibe i eJ at the moment how she had 
len looked with a certain scorn upon so* 
people, who found events in little 
Her scorn had turned to sympathy. 
of those tfansformations of tlie iiii- 
wkkh experience is continually 
vpon us, and which increase in 
and intensifj in character as we 
ftfst joath, forever from thut time 
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tdealixed to Corona the arrival of express 
packages at lonely thresholds on rainy days. 

Tlie expressman jumped down, splashing 
in the mud-puddle — her own mod-puddle, 
by her own back doorstep. Something 
jumpe<l after him, splashing too. 

'^ It 's a dog I ** cried Puella Vii^inia. 

*^ Gracious JiminyP* said the express- 
man. '*I should think it wa$ a dog. If 
yoH V had the bringing of him from Boston, 
you \l tliink it was a <log ! ** 

«' Why, what did he do?*' asked Puella. 

^' Do ! ** cried the expreenman. ^111 leave 
you to find out what he did. 1*11 leave 
you to find out what he did n*t do. Never 
was so *tamal glad to git rid of a nexpress 
package in my life. He hain*t run away 
but six times ; no be hain*t Nor he hain*i 
bit me but three times ; has he ? Besides, 
the Uasicd critter eat his direction off. For* 
tunate I had it lierey ma*am, with the letter 
explainui'.'* 

''Explaining whatt** cried Corona, feel- 

s 
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much conf ttfled and not a little em- 
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Explainin* the dog/'* cried tlie express- 
'^ There! look at that That's the 
vajr he's waltsed at me ever since we 
started." 

The dog (who was a small, alert tan ter- 
rier) began, at this, to perform a series of 
Qrrmtioiis about the expressman, who held 
him by a rope. Gradually both man and 
pappj became twisted into a closer and 
tighter and more hopeless embrace, till the 
dog came, for simple want of tetlier, breath- 
leaa to a halt between the expressman's legs. 

^* There, there ! " said Puella Virginia, in 
the aggravating tone women use to impi^ 
tieot men— the tone of a motlier to a re- 
fractory boy. *' Don't get excited. I'll 
help ye* 

She went out into the rain and unUed the 
dog and brought him into the kitchen. The 
■JcpieaMsn took immediate advantage of 
his liberty and qriaahed away as he had 
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Meanwhile Corona was reading the letter, 
which was from Tom, and ran : 

Dear Co, — This will introduce to you a 
friend of mine, well-bom, well-bred, amia- 
ble and nnobtrumve, who has kindly con- 
sented to relieve for the summer the anxiety 
which Susy feels regncding your unprotected 
situation in that solitary place. Confess 
myself I would prefer not to leave you there 
without masculine society, and hope you 
may find in tliis gentleman all that the heart 
of Defenseless Woman can wish. 

Tours, Tom. 

P. S. — His name is Matthew Arnold. / 

Corona laid down the letter and looked at 
the dog. If Tom had sent a baby, she would 
not have been more perplexed. She took 
him gingerly by the long rope. Matthew 
Arnold proceeded at once to shorten his 
tether, doing himself up with a series of 
jerks against her feet, and producing in 
Corona rather an acute sense of sympathy 
with t^ exp re s sm an than any warming of 
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tlie affections toirard himself. But then be 
came from Tom. So 8he told Puelvir to 
give the d<^ his supper and — vhntever 
dogs wanted ; and in a vague and abstract 
manner retired fromUie Dog Problem to 
tlic little gray parlor. Pretty soon she came 
out into tlie kitchen again, and the follow* 
ing conversation took place. 

** How is Matthew Arnold, Puelb T '' 

« Ma*am ! " 

*< How is the dog ? Is he happy ! " 

** He's crazy to get back where he came 
from, if ye call that bein* happy. Yes." 

^ Is he a good watch-dog, do you think, 

Puelvir?" 
" Tliink likely. Tliey most generally is, 

'nless tliey sleep too heavy.*' 

'^ Oh I Does Matthew Arnold sleep beav. 
Oy^PueUaf' 

<« Hain't slept no ways yet Ben wrig- 
gling on the rope round the table-leg ever 
aenea he come. I tripped over him three 
tames, and broke a platter. He keeps run- 
•m' between my feet'' 
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** Puelvir, I had not tliought mtich about 
it before tlie dog came ; but this is the first 
night we've been alone down here. Do 
you nund it ? Are you at all afraid, Puel- 
vir?" 

*' Afraid! Weill Be you?" 

^'Oh! no. I'm not afraid. Indeed, I 
never tliought of it before. But I did n't 
know how you felt You don't think we 'd 
better have a man oome in, do you, till we 
get used to it?" 

'<A— max! I !" Puella dropped her 
toosting-rack and reganled her mistress 
with a keen and scornful eye. '*What 
under the canopy -* two full-grown women 
— should want of a man " — But perhaps 
Puella discerned some genuine uneasiness in ' 
Corona's face. She replied more gently, 
''Do a» ye like. I can stand him, if you. 
can." 

''We might get Zero," said Corona, a 
trifle ashamed of herself for the suggestion ; 
but impelled to it by one of tlioee unreason- 
able gusts of feeling which only tired women 
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know. ^ We might have Zero. He 's only 
A boy."* As if this halved the humiliation. 

«< Very well/ mid Puella. *< I 'II get into 
my rubber boots and go after him. Don*t 
yim fret** 

Corona returned to tlie parlor. The night 
9une on swiftly. It grew very dark. Never 
m shore had she seen such darkness. Out- 
nde of her door there seemed to be a chasm 
d aolid black ; the outlines of sky and sea 
ind rock were bst One step oif from the 
ittle piasa she dared not take ; it was like 
ralking over the Great Gulf Fixed. 

Yet the night was pierced merrily by the 
leadlights of a hundred vessels anchored in 
he hmyi and the air was full of sweet 
ower, as if blown a kmg distance over per- 
mned lands. The rain, too, grew scanty, 
ad the soul of summer spoke out of the 
lystery of the dark. 

She fluBg herself into the hammock on 
le piana, with her heavy scarlet shawl 
Mnii her. Faint light from the parlor fell 
iftMsgh ; she made a spot of ooh>r like a 
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dying watch-fire, and knew thai she made 
it, and felt it idly. 

"Where will the critter sleep?" asked 
Puelvir, suddenly appearing» with Matthew 

Arnold. 
"Who? Oh! the dog. Well— can'the 

sleep in your room, Puelvir ? ** 

'< He coiiM,** replied Puella, in a tone of 
deep significance. 

" He seems so little to sleep akme,** said 
Corona, sympailietically . " Whee — ee, sir ! 
Come here, good feltow, oome." She made 
her first advances toward the dog timidly. 
Matthew repelled them with sullen dignity. 

" Where *1I tlie other one sleep ? ** asked 
Puelvir. 

" Oh 1 Zeit>. I had n't thought Has he 
come? Let me see! I suppose he must 
sleep in the spare room. Thai had n*t oc- 
curred to me. Well, it can't be helped to- 
night Make up the bed with the ookMred 
blanketo, Puelvir/* 

"Well, I did,** said PueUa. "I dkln*i 
suppose there was n*t nothin* else to be done. 
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He V been abed mA iwleep thi» hour. He 
riecps like the Last Trumpet," added Puella, 
Momfully. "HeVdccf too." 

" The dog miglit sleep with him," sug- 
gested Corona, ignoring these insinuations. 
•* But we must be sure and make him un- 
derstand that he isn't to let him loose in 

the morning." 

« I give him a bath," said Puella. 

** Cave — Oh ! you gave Uie dog a balh. 
Very good, Puclvir. Now the next thing is 
to wdto Zero. 1 hardly like to go into his 
room. What shall we do ? " 

The two women stood uuccrUin upon the 
st«ir& Corona heM Uie light, and Puella 
bcM the dog. They consulted in whispers, 
forgetting that Zero was deaf. 

« I s'pow I must do it," said Puella, rc- 
luetantly. ** But this comes of having men- 
folks in a woman's house." 

CoTOM acknowledged the deserved re- 
bdte in meek siknoe j and Puelhi went into 
ZeniTs room, holding Matthew Arnold (who 
icbailed Tigocoady) by th« baok of the 
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neck. Corona moclcstly mi down with the 
lamp upon the stnira outside of Zero's door, 
And listened to the following dialogue : — 

" Zero ! " Silence. 

« Zero : •• 

"Zc-ro-o-o! Zero! Zero! Zero! Zero I 
Lind ! lie *s docfcr 'n the Recordin* Angel. 
ZERO ! •• 

«0h! — Uin! Eh?" 

" Zero ! D* ye hoar ? lie *s asleep ogain. 
Sleeps like a chockful graveyard. Much 
use yoff 'ff be — Zero ! — you *d be if there 
was burglars. Zero I Sleeps like an idiot 
asylum. Zero! Tliere. Zero! Here's the 
little dog. See ? " 

Zero seemed dimly to assert that he saw. 

" He 's to sleep with j'ou. See ? You *re 
not to let him out in the morning. Not to 
let (he little dog out in the morning ! Zero I 
Do you Bense it T Tliere. Well, if he don't, 
I can't do no morCy'' said Puella. 

She came out, panting and exhausted. 
The door, swollen with the fog, stuck and 
refuted to latch. Matthew Arnold. 
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a ttroDg desire to wriggle out Uiroiigh the 
crack ; but found the attempt liopeleiM and 
mibsided. Zero alumbered on, and ailenoe 
settled upon that man-protected hoiiae. 

Corona woke early. The liglit wa» atrong. 
The sun aeeuied to be bathing in the ailcnt 
iea. She lelt as if she had surprised it No 
one was astir; the fishermen had drawn 
their boato scraping over tlie whito sand an 
hour since, and had become only palpitating 
•pots on the horizon. Faint whito ofMique 
forms hung far out upon tlie open ocean, 
like congealed breath. They were the re« 
minders of departed and departing fog. 
Their distance and slightness left a remark- 
able contrast of brilliance upon the clean- 
swept water of the bay. Corona felt a 
bounding sense of escaped gloom as she 
kioked from harbor to horiaon. The few 
birds of the seaside were singing somewhere 
unseen. The oppoeito arm of the shore 
emrod tenderly about the thoughtful wa- 
ter; the deor^mt colors of cliff and sand, 
of the loraat^ and the Tillage, looked over. 
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Anchored sails were flung to dry in the 
golden air; departing sails looked back 
affectionately, but leaped outward with a 
thrill ; every little fishing-boat was sentient ; 
every gray, grove schooner had a souL The 
window by the bed was open, and beyond 
tlic blue mui*lin curtain the broad blue day 
gated in. Tlie air was electric and imperi- 
ous ; the world was very good. Corona, in 
a kind of trance of idleness, possession, and 
delight, heord feet astur at last, and softly 

called : <— 

**Puelvirt" 

Puella and a crisp waft of frjring cimners 
came to the foot of the stairs together. 
There seemed something mcredibly poetic 
to Corona in the fact of having one*s own 
perch for breakfast in one's own house. 
She turned from the glory of the harbor to 
the substantial footsteps of Puella without 
shock. It was all like a change of key m a 
mystical and joyous German opera. In a 
dreamy tone die asked Puella if SSero had 
got up. PueUa replied that ho hod been 
gone tliree lioura since. 
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** And the dog ? ** aitkcd Corona, idly. ** b 
Matthew Arnold safe iip-^tAirs T '* 

''S'pwv 90/* mid Piiolla. ''The creetur 
was up before I was ; waked me up, too.** 

** Which creature, Puelvir T ** 

** Why, tlie boy. I n'pose he left the dog. 
I never looked to see.** 

** Come up and look into the green room, 
and call him down/* said Corona, pleasantly, 
turning again to the romance of the sea. 

In a few minutes Puella presented herseli 
Her face was grave. She said : — 

" Well, he *s gone.** 

''Gone! Have you looked under the 
bed? In tlie closet? Under the— No, 
he couldn't get tmder the bureau. What 
will my brother rn^'T What shall we do, 
Puelvir ? Is this the way dogs altoaya do T 
I never had a dog, Puelvir. I don*t know 
what to do. I wonder if they get out win- 
dows. Do you think he got out tlie win* 
dow T I think you must hunt up Zera I 
will dress and help you immediately.** 

Aooordingly, Puella put on her rubber 
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boots (she was already as dependent on 
thone boots as the Peterkin family), to cross 
the long, unmowu, wet grass, in search of 
Zero. Corona hurried off as soon as circum- 
stances would permit Slic met Puella re- 
turning alone, with a string in her hand. 

" There *s all that is left of him,'* said 
Puella, producing the familiar rope by which 
Matthew Arnold had so won the affections 
of the expressman. " The creetur sa^'s the 
dog followed him out. Says ho seemed to 
like him first rate. Says he kep* along as 
nice as could be for a ways, till he see a cart. 
Guessed he thought it was a nexpress cart 
Anyway, the critter put ; and the creetur ** — 

"Ton confuse me,** interrupted Corona, 
impatienti}', «- '^ talking about creeturs and 
critters. I don*t keep track of which you 
mean. I suppose you mean the boy went 
after the dog, and could n*t find him.** 

" Well, yes *m,** said Puella ; " that *s about 
it Anyway, tlie dog is gone. And tlie hoy 
says he never heard notliin* we said to him 
last night «- not nothin'; not one blessed 
word. He thought it was queer when ho 
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waked up and see the critter sleopin* on the 
chair beside <rf him. Says the dog asked to 
go ; so he let him go. Says he never heard 
nothin*; not nothin*. I told him he 'd been 
useful if we'd been murdered in the night 
When yon get to be so old as I be, Miss Co- 
rona, you won't have so much opinion of 
men-folks, I deesay. They're well enough 
in their place," added Puella, drawing her ' 
generous figure to its height and speaking • 
with the unconscious patronage of power; 
•* but I don't want 'em too nigh me.** 

**At least,*' said C!orona, ''I can get a 
revolver." 

Puella made no reply. There was one 
thing — only one — in this world to which 
Puella directed more than she did to a 
man. That was a pistoL She had never 
been afraid of a man ; she was very much 
ofrakl of a pistoL She would rather have 
had ten tnunps in the house than one Smith 
k Wesson. But it was not Puella's house ; 
she couU not say anythmg. Even her ma- 
rooo and indigo curtains failed to make her 
feel at home just then. 
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Corona was going to have company. It 
was her first company; for Tom did not 
*' count" She went about her new home 
in a fine fever. She patted the house, so to 
speak, for the coming of her friend. The 
arrangement of the table-linen was a poem. 
Tliere was romance in the green borders of 
the towels that hung harmoniously in the 
green spare room. The carpet-sweeper wos 
not without a charm, and the duster had a 
certain ideal character. . The little bro^vn 
house absorbed more light from tlie sun, 
more soul from the sea, than on lonelier 
days. Every fold of ' every curtain hod a 
hospitable air. Each picture on the matched 
board walls looked out expectant 
In the superfluity of unoonunon nomee 
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vrUh wlilcli clinnec lind blessed her Iiouse- 
IioW, Coroim found a singular relief in the 
fact that her friend >va« plainly known as 
Mary. Mary and Corona lind not met for a 
long time. The guest an-ived at evening. 
Tliere was a gate between Corona and the 
street, which, for some vague reason con- 
nected wilh cows, which Corona never fully 
understood, had to be kept shut. Puella 
went out and opened the gate for the onuii- 
bus when Mary came. As she did so, Co- 
rona heard the sound of some unexpected 
stniggle and excitement, and a figure re- 
plete with confused associations l)onnded to 
meet her. It was a dog. It was a black- 
and-tan dog. 

** I got him in Boston ! " cried Mary, com- 
bg in all flushed and fine in her modish 
tmveling-clothes and looking for a moment 
very atrange at the homely little hearth-side 
where ahe stood. « I wanted to bring you 
something. I did n't know what. I met a 
man trying to sell this dog. He said the 
feUow plagued hia life out followuig him 
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round. He said it would n*t stay with any- 
body else, but just stuck to him. He said 
he was tii*ed of the sight of it I thought 
it a pity *— such a pretty dog. So I bought 
him** — 

**Bottght him I" echoed Corona, impul- 
sively. 

''Why, yes. Tou didn't think I stole 
him? I bought him of the man; it was 
an expressman. No ; it was an expressman 
gave it to him. I got him for you, my 
dear ; and I hopt you *ll love him for my 
sake!'' 

** 1 'm very much — very much, indeed/* 
faltered Corona; ''and I certainly will. 
Come here sir ; come here. How kind you 
were — and thoughtful. And now you'll 
oome directly to your room, I know. This 
way. This little dog is thirsty. If you *U 
excuse me "—- 

She hurried to the kitchen, where ahe and 
tho dog and PuelU confronted each other. 

" Well 1 *' said Puelhu 

" T6%" aaid GonMuu 

r 



^ 



AH OLD UAIifS PARA Diss. 



MtARV. 



99 



•< It's U<* added Poelliu 

** li *8 Matthew Arnold/' aaid Corona, sol- 
emnly. ^ I see you tliink aa There is no 
doubt about it What shall we do 7 '* 

**I know him by them eye*teeth/' raid 
Puella, grimly, ** and that twist to his tail. 
He had that cock to one eye, too, when he 
ran around the table-leg^ Yes, it 's him.'* 

''What cam we do?" repeated Corona, 
desperately. ** I cannot tell her. How can 
I ! Ko. We must n't tell her, Puelvir — 
at present It seems like deception ; but it 
isn't our fault We won't say anything 
about it to her." 

''Nor to your brother, neither. Eh?" 
asked Puellat sardonically. 

"No/' said Corona, groaning; "nor to 
my brother, either, just yet Perhaps he 
won't come while Miss Mary is here. We 
can trust not We must make the best of 
it, Puelvir. Give Matthew Arnold his sup- 
per, and tie him iti a double bow*knot And 
be careful how you look, Puelvir, when any- 
thing is said before you about the dog." 
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And now life in the brown cottage be- 
came full of busy restfulncss. The days 
slid by, well comraded. Corona was hap- 
pier timn she had ever expected to lx>, in 
her own house or out of it To be sure, a 
shadow fell across her content now and 
tlien, when Mary reminded her tliat she 
was to k>ve that dog for kcr sake. Ami she 
found it a little difficult at first to call him 
Launcelot, which was the name Mary had se- 
lected for him. Corona suggested Matthew 
Arnold ; but Mary said that was irreverent 
Corona inquired if Launcelot wero not a lit- / 
tie disreputable ; but Mary tliought not ^ 
Sometimes they compromised on Matthew 
Launcelot And these wero slight matters. 
And the dog stayed. In fact, he stayed 
hard. Whatever his unrelated experience 
during his brief absence in Boston, all the 
expressmen of Fairharbor could not have 
won him from Corona's back-door now. Ho 
proved to be a reserved, inscrutable charac- 
ter, with no undue amount of intellect, but 
much repressed affection, with which he 
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honored Corona in nn unentlnisinstic, but 
fUiggcd wny. Coronn yielded to him the 
swift obedience of love. In short, Mnttliew 
Lciuncelot soon Ijecnme the master of the 
house. ** And Puclvir 18 the mistress/* Co- 
rona trould sny, when she nnd Mnry wan- 
dered away daj's at a time in the wide June 
weather, delighted to know that they did 
not know what tliey should have for dinner, 
and scorning to ask what to-morrow's break- 
fast would resemble. 

To-day they scale the great cliffs of the 
headland, cmiincipated in beach-dresses; 
easer to climb for the sheer love of climb- 
ing, that, like the love of music, foreign 
missions, or flirtation, is native to the soul. 
To-morrow tliey will have the weeds thnt 
bum beneath the morning sun on the rug- 
ged eastern beaches, and, gathering them 
idly, fling themselves upon the rocks to see 
the third wave rear in — sentient, it seems 
— A palpitating sea-horse, ramping beneath 
the bridle of the strong head-wind. And 
Coioiia, in a few voioe, quotes : r* . 
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** Like aenieleat wced« that Hm snd fall 
U|K)u Tbino awful titles ; are we 
No more tlieti, after all ? ** 

Tlien, sauntering home at sunset, with the 
tiny corpses of color that ono never knows 
whether it is worth while to save, they 
gather like children over the white basin 
that PucUa brings, to see the resurrection of 
the dead. Crimson, olive, com, and car- 
mine, brown and amber, and tlio burning 
green draw breath like souls. And, watch* 
ing these, they faintly hear the mighty 
breakers left behind upon the now dark- 
ened nnd deserted shore; and thhik bow 
large the wave, how small the wee<1; and 
think, perhaps, how long is life, how sliort 
its sununer, how large denial is, how small 
is joy ; and grow a little sentimental as the 
night comes, and the moon lifts her shoul* 
ders over the hill, and so wander to separate 
windows in the little gray parlor, and sit si- 
lent for a while, till the summer people start 
a merry song upon the beach, or one wan* 
den up to ask, will they join the sailing- 
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piirtyt or Zero's mother sends liim over 
with some flowers ; or Puulla knocks to say 
that folks are trying to make a call, but 
Matthew Launeelot is barkin' at the brooch 
and waltsin* at it till the bosses rare<l and 
kicked him and she wished tliey would. 

Or they will visit every lighthouse in the 
harbor, and talk with every keeper, and 
bear every story of the great stonn, the 
greater wrecks, tlie strangling fogs, the 
enormous desolateness, and the meagre sal- 
af7 of the keeper's life. 

Or they will row two miles in the ** GulKs 
Wing** (that is Corona's dory), and wander 
op and down the opposite harbor shore, in 
tbe heart of one of Massachusett's densest 
forests, lo rest tlie eyes in green and mute- 
neia, from tbe daily splendor of the shade- 
le«, aliattered sea. 

Or they will get out of something for sup* 
per, the day Puella takes her ** afternoon," 
and tilt anxk>usly upon the rocks for two 
liom in seardi of cunners^ with their long, 
naaorastoined, cruel poles; the wmd in 
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tlicir faces, the sun in their hearts, the sum- 
mer in their eyes ; and catch just three be- 
tween them ; and, being upon the verge of 
starvation, fry them savagely for supper; 
having one apiece, and heroically saving the 
smallest for Matthew Launeelot 

Or they heard steps upon the rocks last 
night; or Matthew barked at eleven; or 
oars dipped across the harbor at three, with 
a stealthiness Uiat bespoke unusual errands. 
And the two women, listening breathless, 
each from her blue or green bedchamber, in 
the black, defenseless night, heard the un- 
seen boat draw near and nearer to the un- 
seen shore ; and thought of foreign sailors 
— the French, the Spaniard, and the ** Por^ 
titgee *' — of all tlie lawless life that floats 
into Fairharbor from all quarters of the 
reckless globe ; and say to-day at breakfast 
that they will not live so any longer, and, 
witliout further deference to Puella*s supers 
stitions, vow to be accomplished seven-shoot- 
ers before another evening falls, and will go 
together lo ^^ the city" for that revolver. 
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** The city '' is a mile nwny. Mary and 
CSoroiui row over after Bupper, in the death 
of the hot day. Matthew Launcelot insists 
upon aeoompanying them ; and when he gets 
midway of the burning water is frightened 
out of whatever wits he has, and does his 
best to upset the '' Gull's Wing/' with such 
«fiiciency tliat for one breathless moment 
Corona's helpless oars lly from the rebellious 
current, and she sees the colors of her har- 
bor as one sees the face of 9udden death, 
but mainly thinks. What will Marjf'B mother 

dot 

Maty, however, makes a manful grasp at 
Matthew Launcelot's palpitating tan throat, 
and holds him thereafter in a grip more of 
sorrow than of love, until they land. Mat^ 
thew Launcelot is uncommonly muddy, and 
Mmy's dress is white. 

Bat yet how wonderful, how wonderful it 
ia I Corona rows peacefully and powerfully 
after the incident of Matthew Launcelot 
The aun nnka. The harbor lights leap out 
— goU and green and br»ve blood*red« 
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The tired fishermen creep home with lan- 
guid Fail. Pictureiique old men, with heavy 
benix1<i, dip their black baits to the gunwale 
for their lobster-pots, which come up flash- 
ing every color in the prism to the level 
light Pleosuro parties sweep by singing. 
The waves take on the depths of jewels — 
tender and terrible; but the sky is like a 
mighty flower. 

As tliey near the little town, the colors 
darken and- alter impressively. Hugo 
schooners, barks, and sliips at anchor block 
their way. Mary's white hand on the tiller 
steers skilfully and silently beneath the hot 
breath of panting steamers. Bough sailors 
from the crowded decks look down at them 
with grave and idle interest Two spring 
upon the wharf to help the ladies up the 
narrow ladder, (or the tide is low. Tliey 
lift their hats; and one of them ties the 
" Gull's Wing,** which he promises to watch. 

Tliey walk, with s^viftcr steps than per- 
haps need be, through the throngs of loafers 
in the narrow streets. There are some hard 
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iaees — inttenible men! They hang about 
the rum-shops and the sailors' hella No* 
where else doen Coronn see such faces. The 
tiro iromen draw their %*eils a little, and pass 
like two tall, shining lilies up the sultryi un- 
clean street Tlicy need not fear. 

** There are two thing?/' said a Cape Cod 
boTy ** that a sailor will give his life for, will 
die to defend. One is a beautiful vessel; 
the other a delicate lady." 

Matthew Lnuncelot accompanied them, 
walking gravely through the crooked, busy 
streets, to the revolver shop. The revolver 
diop was a jeweler's. 

** Know how to shoot T " asked the jew- * 
cler. 

'*<5h! no," said Corona, calmly; ''but 
you can teach me.'* 

The jeweler did not seem bo sure of this, 
but kindly gove the lady a few instructions. 
He was more amused than Corona could see 
letBoo for being. She took her pistol and 
her leaooy however, and hurried away, tri- 
implwat As they left the storey eoming 



out into the now lighted and showy little 
town, drops struck their faces. 

" It 's beginning to mini " cried Mary- 

** If I 've got to ix>w homo in a blow," snid 
Coronal 'Sve cannot take this dog. He 
nil^ht be too much for you to hold, if it is 
rough. I think he must be sea-sick, ho acts 
so. Wlmts/wHwcdo!" 

''I should send hini home by — some* 
thing," suggested Mary, vaguely. 

** He might go by the onmibus,'* said Co- 
rona. 

The omnibim was passing. 80 Matthew 
Launcclot went home by land. 

** Lost your dog, eh 7 " asked the polite 
sailor, when he untieil tlie boatw 

" Why, /'rf have rowed you over, dog and 
all. You 'd ought to learn him. A dog has to 
be learned to be a sailor, like folks. Mine '11 
climb the riggin' now, well as me, most Fust 
time I took him to the Banks, he was so sick 
we had to set up nights witli him. I 'd puU 
pretty well, if I was you. It *s oomm* up a 
breeie of wmd.** 
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It was, indeed. Corona, pushing ont into 
the hnrliori found that the glory of the hour 
hnd gone. Clouds flow low, like great birds, 
and seemed to flnp their dense gmy vings. 
The water liad grown ominously dark. The 
mouth of the harlx)r gaped, and its throat 
lay yellow and livid — an ugly look — from 
shore to shore. The waves began to rise. 
They took on veils of brown and purple- 
blaek. Corona rowed harrl. She rowed 
hard, but the wind heliXMl her, for the 
sliower lay in the northwest and chased her 
on. In the gloom and opacity of sky and 
8ea and sliore Mary*0 dress and her slender 
fingers looked singularly white ond trans- 
parent, and seemed to light the way. The 
•ailors in the schooners, as the *^ Gull's 
Wing'* sliot by, looked over a little anx* 
knidy, it seemed, this time. One old fidier- 
man, who croosed them, clinging to his furl- 
ing, flapping sail, said, audibly, to his boy at 
tiie tiller,— 
^ Them gals bad better look ont** 
CSorooa torn ateadily. Onoe in a while 
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she thinks of Mary's mother. But she is 
not at heart afraid* She and the *' Gull's 
Wing " have taken too many a wild flight 
together. She sees the flying shore, the 
crowding cloud, the electrio harbor throat, 
exultantly. She is in them, of them. She 
tlirills with kinship to them; she quivers 
with the passion of tlie sea. 

And now the Light, tiie reef, the buoy, 
the Neck, the Cut, the red buoy, and the 
Cove plunge by. Drops are on the water 
two miles off upon the other shore. The 
low brown cottage looks through the spray 
of the deep and angry waves, into whose 
heart the ''Gulls Wing" strikes right roy- 
ally. There are a few long strokes, a few 
quick broaths, and swift between tlie teeth 
of the rocks the dory makes her haven. A 
groat wave carries her high and dry upon 
the sand. Drops hit Corona sullenly as she 
stands, wind-blown and flushed, in her blue 
boating-dress, to moor the boat, hand over 
strong hand, by the pulley mooring. Sud* 
denly the two women feel the power of the 
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wind upon them. Thejr bend their heads 
and run. 

It 18 daric in the cottage. Puolla is shut- 
ting doors and windows. Matthew Launce* 
foty offended by his aimless and anxious 
omnibus ride, retreats to a northern window 
and eyes tlie stmin, but is not convermitional. 
It is very dark outside. 

Now the shower comes fast Across the 
bay*8 width drops step and hasten. One 
can see them coming like feet. Before one 
thinks of this, they are the footsteps of an 
army. The sultiy color of the harbor's 
mouth tarns Mack. Then comes the down* 
poor. It is not like rain. It is a sheet of 
white light It falls slantwise, blown by 
the gale. The rocks are frosted by the wet^ 
and glitter ; and then they give out all the 
light there is. Out in front of the cottage 
the ^ Ooirs Wing '* tears at her tether, plunge 
i^g oat of sight in the bosom of the wave. 
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** I THIXK,'* said Corona, one day, ** that 
we must give a party.** 

"I would,** said Mary, warmly. "The 
shore is well filled now. People could easily 
drive over. There are the Burtons at Wol* 
Chester, and Effie Purchase. There is Gen- 
oral Dolbum at Oride*s Farm, and the Hop* 
kinsons and the Allisons and some of that 
set And at I>ove*s Cote ** — 

"Some time/* interrupted Corona, "I 
want to see all those people at my house; 
but not now, not first There are others 
I want to begin with. I want to ask the 
Ranns and the Fishers, and Mrs. Jacobs and 
Miss Thurston, and — let me see I Oh! and 
Mr. Morrison and some othen.** 

''Morrisont Thurston?** asked Maiy, 
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blankljr. She did not know these friends of 
Corona's. Thurston was a distinguished 
name. 

'^ The Rannsy'* continued Corona, calmly, 
^ live on the hill, in that gambrel-roofed old 
house. They catch fii<h. The Fishers sell 
it, in that brown hut we parsed yesterday. 
Mrs. Jacobs does fine washing for the sum* 
mer boarders. Miss Thurston works in the 
net factory. Then there is my dear Mrs. 
Bowin. She is Zero's motlier. Old Mr. 
Morrison is our lobster man." 

There was a silence. Mary took up Mat* 
thew Launcelot and addressed some irrele- 
Tant remarks to him, which Matthew re- 
eeired with small favor ; but which served 
as an outlet to Mary's emotions. Even 
great failures have their great uses. 

*^ I thought, dear," she said, at last, pa- 
thetically, ^that I was prepared for you 
almoet anyhow. But I was not lam not 
WdL When will you have your perty t " 

^ These people are my neighbors," said 
OoesM^ earnestly. ^I have come to 
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among them. I have no others, except the 
boarders, who don't stay. They seem more 
like land-sparrows than tliey do like neigh* 
bora I always thought, if one had a house, 
one would regard one's neighbors first I 
have chosen mine. I shall abide by my 
choice. Besides," added Corona, *'I /lAe 
these people. I want them in my house." 

** I 've no doubt tliey are excellent peih 
pie," urged Mary, hastily ; ** and certainly, 
dear, if you wish to do it, I will help you all 
I can." 

'' I shall ask Tom and Susy/' added Co- 
rona. ^ And EiBe Purohase may come, if 
she wants ta But no one else. Too many 
people spoil a house-wanning. Let us have 
it the last week in July." 

Mary was silent Slie did not like to say 
that she hardly thought Elf would come. 

On one point they differed. Mary thought 
it necessary to christen the cottage before 
they gave a party. 

Corona oould not tliink of any name that 

she was willing to call the cottage by. She 

s 
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'' It is a mobbish American fashion/* she 

id. <'Half of the shoddy places in the 
comitry are called Wildbriara and Willow* 
banks, and Lilybells, and such things. TliiiB 
is a matched board cottage. I think I will 
eall it the shanty.'* 

^ The ehUtt would be pretty/* suggested 
Mary. 

''Why not the Bobin Redbreast?*' asked 
Gorona^ severely. ''Or, The Tea-chest t 
It 's square. Or, The Fog-bank 7 It *s dark 
enough. That will do. The Northeast 
Fog-bank.** 

Mary said she had meant something not 
exactly so serious ; something a little funny. 

''The OystepShelL Or, Tlie Lobster- 
Pot Or, The Chun-bake,** replied Conma. 

" Well, no,** mid Mary. " But how would 
you like the Maiden*s Repose, for instance t ** 

"I win call it the Old Maid*s Ruradise,** 
ssid Coranay after some thought " That 
win do. 'Fkesents her compliments, and 
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would be happy to see you in Ftoadise.* 
Tea I will consent to the Old Maid*s Fkra- 
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The last week in July came in swift 
son, and with it the day appointed for Co- 
rona*s party. With it, too, came Tom ; with 
it Susy and tlie baby (whom Corona did n*t 
ask); with it ako Miss Purchase of Wol* 
Chester. With it a placid harbor and a 
windless east; the soutli breese cooled 
across miles of water for burning inland 
cheeks ; the sky at rest, the tide at the full, 
and the last wild roses flaring on the soft 
gray color of the big bowlder and in the 
thicket by the gate. Eflle Purchase said 
they looked like torches. 8he said she 
never saw anything so delightful. And 
Susy kissed Corona often ; but Tom kissed 
her twice. Corona was happy. When she 
found that everybody treated her party with 
respect, she was very happy. 

And Mary helped Pudla with the cake. 

"It's just one of her ways,** said PueUa 
to Maiy, as they rolled the frosting; "It 
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ain't 90 much hiiviii' the folks, I don't 
mind th«L That's well enough, if she 
wants 'cm. The house is hern, and the 
nei'^hborv set by her to be uncommon kind 
when wo first come down. But what I 
can't consider is wastin' cake like this here 
yon call French kisses on them thnt'Il never 
know it took the whites of one down eggs 
to a single receipt And whatever am I to 
do with the yolks, in a house where none of 
ye will set eyes on custard-pudden, nor yet 

on pies t '* 

Corona's cottoge looked plenssnt to the 
twenty guest^ who came strolling up by 
twos and threes, prompt to the early cpun- 
tiy hour of their invitation. To them there 
was a certain mj'stery about this Lilliputian 
hoepiUlity. The tiny house was not as 
large as some of the homes from which they 
came. But there were no (all ferns stand- 
mg in tall vases on their pianas, and the 
wild briar and woodbine^ the red roae- 
•eedayaod tlie delicate oranberry^^nes that 
wiwthed the poets and door bad a perplex- 
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ing, festive look. They had not thought 
of cranberries in relation to their capacities 
for household art decoration. And wild 
roses principally multiplied and eat out the 
grass. So with tlie Chinese lanterns on tlie 
bowlder and veranda, and on the parlor 
ceiling, where tliey shed a softened and 
transforming light upon the happy faces, 
upturned to wonder if they smoked the 
walk 

'^She must have gi%*e twenty-five cents 
apiece for them," thought old Mr. Morrison. 

^^ Father Morrison," said Corona, coming 
up just then (it was one of the pretty cus- 
toms of Fairharbor to call the old men 
father; and Corona stood with a certain 
reverence, in her phiin light silk dress, be* 
fore the seated figure of the old fisher- 
man), — ^ Father Morrison, can't you toll us 
something of the great gale of '89 T My 
friends from home want to hear about a 
great gale." 

** Well,'* said the old man, after a pause 
,and without rising, ^ don't know but I 
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eouM. But I ain*t no gret of a talker. 
I *m a man of few words* But I paw the 
gale. Yea! I was a boy then. I was thirty 

years old." 

Tom came up with Susy. And Elf Pur- 
chaae brought the sailor, whom she was en- 
tertaining with a candid diarm and sweet- 
new that the young fellows in ** society *' at 
Wolchester had never seen upon her pretty 
face. Elf brought up her sailor, and sat on 
a divan near the old man*s feet to listen. It 
is perhaps mat ipropos to talk about ** di- 
vans *' in Corona's house, since, in truth, I 
mean by that, in this instance, to say a 
0oap-box stuifed with excelsior and covered 
widi what Corona called ** green turkey red.** 
But Mary corrected her, saying it was ** tur- 
key green.*' 

^It come up o* Sunday,'* said Father 
Morrison, looking off over Elfs young head 
with blank, far-seeing eyesi '* It come up o' 
Sunday, in Jenooary — no, in December — 
and it blew till Tuesday steady. It blew like 
.an poss es s ed till Tuesday night Nobody 
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oonld stop it, nor help it, nor do nolhin' to 
it Nobody can't with a breeze o* wind. 
That 's where a breeze o' wind is different 
from most other trials that the A'mighty 
sends on us, his critters. I was ashore ; but 
my f atlier and my brothers — two on 'em — 
was afloat They just got in and anchored 
~- there. Zero, stand out and let this young 
woman (pointing to Miss Eflie) see where. 
They was in the same pickle with Uie rest 
There was over eighty vessels in. Darsen't 
stay out. Couldn't get in. It blew 'em 
agin t'otlier shore, for it icome from the 
sou'-sou'east Well, I don't know's I've 
much to tell. Only I stood on shore. My 
wife was with me, and she held the baby. 
My brother*$ wife was there too — the mar- 
ried one — and hU baby. She cried and 
took on, for we could see 'em drag their an- 
chor. Lota of them dragged their anchor. 
*Soroe just swamped. Some drifted to Long 
Beach. It was freesin' cold and the liggin' 
waa slippery as he — , aa slippery. My 
brother's wife waa a young thing, and sot a 
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nght by bim. We see him clingin* to the 
riggtn'. There warn*! no boat could live to 
•tir to 'em. Fifty yesscU went down in thnt 
there gnle, mr, right in this harbor ; and fifty 
men wim drowned. My father was among 
'em, and the boys — both the boys. We 
eonld see 'em droppin* off. 

"Wednesday it cahned down," added 
Father Morrison, after a silence which no 
one broke, " and I took the w iddcr home. 
I bad her an' the young one to look to. I 
had six of my own. It come hard. Tlicn 
there was mother. Coin* home to tell her 
wu the worst And I bed her to keep, toa 
Bnt we got along. It was a great while 
sga Things seem easier when they hap- 
pened so long ago, young lady. That 's a 
evioos thing. Tou don't understand it; 
bnt sea-folks do, such a sight of things keep 
hsppenia' to 'em. Sea*folks have to under^ 
•tend a good many things, in my opinion,* 
that the Loid thought land-folks had n't got 
tbe wit to aee into. 80 he never called it 
sf'tai. No^ be didn't No^no.** 



. k 



KOUSS-WAMMt/M. 121 

'' Tou bnve luul « hard life, nr. Woold 
yoo like to live nahore, then t " aiked Elf, 
thoughtfully. She lifted her poradun pio. 
file nearer to the old man's gnwito face. 
She had on wNnething transparent and 
white. Iler breath came with some timid* 
ity. She looked like an ideal questioninff « 
liict 

*'Liee osAore/" eried Father Horrison. 
•* Urn ASHoai I When I oome in for my 
burjrin', joung woman, I s'poee I mtm^ 
Ye^ jes, yes. I take it I've ^ to live 
tthore a while then. So long m I can han> 
die an oar or push a dory off, no shora for 
me." 

**U it's nothin* but lobeten," added 
Father Morrison, reflectively, « and you 've 
been too oU for the Banks this some Ume 
•enee ; yea, ef it 'e nothin' but febsten, I 'd 
lather die a lobatorer— yea, yea, I'd rather 
dieahibater— thanUveabndlubber. Yes, 

Susy, on tbe piaaa, had the eranbeny 
▼inea in her hand juat then. She «aa talk. 
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** Ten years ago,** said Corona to Susy, 
* afterward, ** that poor soul had a lover. 
Yes I Toil iroidd n*t think it He was lost 
in a fog at the Grand Bnnks the week they 
were going to l)e married. And then e>ho 
mysy it *8 80 much wor^e if they do marry. 
It is no uneonunon thing here for all the 
men in a family to be swept off within a 
few years. Tlint Mrs. Raun, Tom enter* 
tatned so nieely, lost her husband and four 
sons in one gale.*' 

** What a dismal pliice to live in ! *' eried 
8iisy. Corona made no answer. She did 
not think sa At any rate, her little party 
was not dismal. She wstcbed the quiet 
pleasure of her guests with a certain vanity 
of possession. She rejoiced in their keen 
wit and fine, observant eyes. She was 
proud of their ease and gentle dignity, tlieir 
sturdy self-respect, their patience under sor^ 
row, their courage in denial, tlieir almost 
unbounded generosity to each other, and 
their well-developed trust in Heaven. All 
the traits which she knew so well in them 
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seemed to her to shine behind their holiday 
clothes and manners. She wondered if her 
friends did not envy her such neighbors. 
She helped Zero to ice-cream with the finest 
thrill of hospitality that Ptiradiiie had expe- 
rienced yet. She would have found it diffi- 
cult to say what she thought when, looking 
over, she saw Elf Purchase — hovering like 
a bird in her thin dress— breaking Aon-froiis 
with Father Morrison in the corner, and 
Jane Tliurston, laughing, looking on ; Mrs 
Rowin examining the Venetian views ; and 
Charley Rann showing Jenny Fislier tiie il- 
lustrated '' Rab," pointing out die striking 
resemblance between tluit liero and Matthew 
Launcetot, while Jenny turned the leaves to 
see if Ailsie died. Corona had theories of 
her own about <' society,** which she seldom 
or never saw in practice and of which she 
dki not often talk. .To-night she thought 
about them a little ; but the tears came, and 
she hud to stop. So she asked Zero to tell 
them about the sea-serpent 
^He was discovered off my rocks,'' said 
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Corona. "It was in 1817 — my first ieii- 
• And nobody but old Father Morrison 
her modest joke. But he laughed till 
Zero had finislied the story, and the " Ser- 
pent •• was well out of the Harbor, after a 
three weeks* visit. 

"I always like to be with good folks/* 
aaid Father Morrison, standing in the door- 
way to say good-night " I like to see gooil 
folka. Misery loves company." 

When the party was over, and Corona's 
good neighbors were going away, she and 
Tom, Susy, Mary, and Elf stood at the gray 
parlor windows. Tlicre was faint moonlight 
on the bowlder; on the grass over which 
the people were passing quietly; on the 
lonely street up which they strolled to their 
poor homes; and on the terrible sea by 
whidi they lived and in which (God knew !) 
they might be buried. Far out upon the 
heodhmd the great red Light stood to watch 
them, standing with clasped arms between 
them and that which lay beyond. The few 
fertooate people in the cottage watched 
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them, too, till they had passed from sight 
No one spoke at first By and by Mary 
•aid the sea was rising, and thai there was 
a fog*honi out beyond the bar. 



Late that evening Uiere was a knock at 
Corona's door. It was Tom. She admitted 
him, wondering; and he sat down in the 
deck-chair (Corona slept in tiie parlor that 
night), ond idly drawled : — 

'^ There seems to be — a little confusion 
ui this family about — that dog. Miar Mary 
says " — 

Oh ! the dog. Corona had never remem- 
bered him till that moment It was a 
dreadful moment She faced it as well as 
she could. There was nothing for it but 
to tell Tom the whole story. 

** Never again," finislied Corona, ** will I 
do an^^thing in the worid — if it is only to 
button my boots, Tom, dear — on tlie ground 
that people will never know it So far as 
my experience goes, people alwajrs find out 
everything ; every tiling that ever happeno. 
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I 'm glad they do. I *d mUicr tlicy would. 
I don*t want Anything that the whole world 
can*t find out, and welcome. But, Tom, 
darling, I did n*t know what U^ do ; and I 
thouglit }'OU would n*t come (you don*t 
often, you know); and Mary said to love 
him for htr sake " — 

Such roars of laughter interrupted Co- 
rona, that Paradiw shook. Susv called \o 
know what on earth — And Matthew 
Launcelot was so disturbed, that Puolvir 
tokl him if he did n't stop that barkin' and 
waltxin' she'd sell him to the Raspberry- 
man. For reasons known only to herself, 
the most direful threats in which Puelvir 
erer indolged concerned the Raspberry* 
nan. He was held over Matthew Launce- 
lot'a head like ghoets over refractory chil- 
dren by unamiable nursery-maids. The 
Baapberry-man was a gentle, inoffensive 
man, extremely kind to Matthew Launee- 
fot But be was also extremely kind to 
Ptelvir. 
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Tub summer is going fast, like youth, 
first love, or hot waffles. 

Elf Purchase gives utterance to this dar- 
ing and dignified sentiment, one silver 
morning. Elf has stayed on after the 
party. Ti^*o guests at a time constitute tlie 
wildest dissipation in Paradise. When Elf 
first came, she quoted — 

^ Only two in iIm Garden walked. 
Awl wHli MMke Mul terniili talkdl ** — 

and felt a little in the way, as the serpent 
must himself she said, to begin with. But 
to stay in Fairharbor is as easy as sinning. 
Effie stayed. To-morrow she can stay no 
longer. Mary and Corona, Puelvir and 
Matthew Launcelot will celebrate her hist 
day among them. What shaU they do? 
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As I said, it is a silver day. At least, it is 
a nlver morning. 

The fog-bell has tolled all night In the 
bursting of the dawn it is tolling still. I 
should not sny thisy either ; for the dawn 
cannot burst in a fog. It steals, it sifts, it 
saturates; it scintillates by and by. Elf 
watches it luxuriously from the Old Maid's 
Paradise, turning idly on the pillows, with 
the muslin curtain pushed nnd thrust behind 
her, like a fragment of the fog itself. Elf 
is young snd hnppy. She is sure the fog 
will lift. She calls out, merrily : — 

«« Girls! Oh! girUI Well have a 
moonlight row. 77/ row. That's what 
we ni do to celebrate." 

Kary asks if they shall begin that min- 
ute; but Elf hardly hears the severe re- 
joinder. 

The fog does not lift like this at Gride's 
Farm or Wolchester* She is passionate 
with ecstasy. She is swept into the feeling 
of the morning. Her young eyes impetu* 
wadj wmmon the hidden world. 
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Slowly now, then mora swiftly, to her 

sweet Autocracy it comes • obetlient The 
huge gmy, dense, depressing moss on which 
die looks lightens imperceptibly at firet, 

• and with inimitable delicacy — mora like the 
change of color on a girl's brow than like 
any other transformation that we know. 
Fluslies of gold, silver, crystal, and of gold 
again, shoot over the illuminated mist It 
palpitates with life. Tlie chilly gray has 
quite gone, like a body slipping from a soul. 
Still, as yet nothing is to be seen — nothing 
but the mystery of struggling day. It is 
the old miracle re-wrought. Darkness was 
upon the face of the waters. But God said : 
« Let there be light." As one watches, the 
deepening color heaves gently, like a wo- 
man's breast. Who but a woman could 
batUe so with Fate to keep her veil about 
her? See how mute she stands, but 
h«ugh^ too, defended with a sweet defi- 
•nee I And now how graciously, with what 

• glamour will she yield I For the Ume has 
oome; the sun exists; the monuiig it im- 
perious. 
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And now • bcnntlful tronnpnrence strikes 
nnd stirs the veil which wns fog, which w«« 
miflt, which was light, which was color, 
which is no longer any of these, but a gar- 
ment of spun gliuw, for a queen to wear at 
her Clowning. And, quivering behind it, 
the young world lifts her head. 

There is color now upon the sky ; upon 
the green, reluctant sliore ; upon the drip- 
ping clifl!«, that are ruddy and rich of hue. 
lliese show tliemselves in moods at first, 
uncertainly. Slender outlines of the tallest 
nuists pierce through. Then Uie sails — 
gray, black, tan-color, and spotless white — 
define Uiemselves, shading, as if hit with a 
huge blender, from daric to light Over- 
head aw hikes and pools of burning blue. 
The Harbor is alive with vessels. They 
turn their heads, and step out conOdcntly 
into tlie sUn lingering mist^ They appear 
and dimppear mysterioudy as they go. 
The w«v«s toiKsh the feet of the diflts with 
a gentle soand. The water will be clean 
•od oImt. The wind is low; the mu is 
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high ; And now clouds flit, but the mist is 
gone. Only still from beyond the Great 
Cod Light, that has watched all night, the 
fog-bell strikes the warning of the off-shore 
fog no harbored eye can see. 

'< It gives me a singular feeling always,'' 
said Mary, << to hear that bell tolling on a 
perfectly dear day." 

" It is not clear to the bell/' replied Co- 
rona. <' Safe people do not see dangers." 

'^ If you moralize, I shall take the noon 
train/' said Effie. 

^' A silver morning is apt to make a gray 
day," pursued Corona, dreamily, from the 
hammock on the piazza. ^^Oh! tell me 
what is tliere like it T I think it would be 
impowible to be wicked or restless or mis* 
erable or rebellious, on a gray day in Fair* 
harbor." 

Corona was right about the gray. Noth- 
ing could possess a calmer charm. The 
gray days are the mesmerists of sea and 
summer. The sd[t» gradual disappearance 
of the vivid sheets of blue above has a eer- 
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tain mystery, like the oonceAlinent of an- 
other ocean, '' the watcn that arc above the 
waters** still remaining. The hot, direct 
power of the sun \n slowly baflled. The oc- 
cupants of Paradise steal out at first well 
protected as from a fire which they do not 
find ; for, suddenly, as they stand clustered 
under their bright umbrellas and shade-hats, 
to dare the morning glare upon the white 
diff, there is no sun to dare. Soft clouds, 
pearl and asli color, are running into each 
other's amis. The heavens are a tender 
ehield above them. Tlie feminine mood of 
the receptive and reflective water turns 
' swiftly pale and neutral. The rocks take a 
deeper hue upon their steel and iron cheekn 
Dark shadows creep along the fresh-cut and 
no fengcr brilliant grass. Shapes kA shad- 
ows, too, pursue each other up and down 
the beach, left broad by the retreating tide. 
Sea and shore and dcy are full of *' middle 
tones.** Only the unaccustomed eye could 
esD this the negation of color. To the lover 
cf the gray days^ the represskm and the pat* 



mon and the power of tint and diade are 
intense. 

The three women doff their useless hats, 
and, with foreheads bare to the low, keen, 
eastern wind, wander away the morning 
long, over the beach, the hill, the Pouit, 
the rich and rugged shore, getting them- 
selves as much tanned as possible — ^to 
keep up the values of the picture,** Elf said. 
Even Matthew Launcelot approves the ab- 
sence of the August sun, and seems to ex- 
tend a dignified recognition of its courtesy 
to Heaven, though plainly feeling it no more 
than he deserve& He looks over Mary's 
shoulder with a critical air when she flings 
herself down in the great huckleberry pas- 
ture on the ridge, to read what Byron and 
Celia Thaxter, Wordsworth, Darry Cornwall, 
and Jean Ingelow will say about the sea. 
Matthew Launcelot was in some haste to ac- 
company the ladies this morning, for Fuel- 
vir said the Baspberry Man was driving 
down the road. Matthew Launcelot proves 
himself peculiariy skilled in eating buckle- 
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hemes df the bush. Tins exciting incident 
delighia the little company. AVho would 
think of anything more grave to-day t 
Wordsworth and Jean Ingelow may stay in 
the thicket, and be " intense •• and " ear- 
neat •* by themwlvcs. 

The gray day does not live long. In its 
stead there begins to creep up into the 
huckleberry pasture, a soul and a sense un- 
known till now to the August shore. Elf 
cries that this is a new page in the Poem 
6[ Fairharbor, and she will never go home 
tin she has found out what it means. 

«*It means the Indian Summer, by and 
by,** said Corona, slowly. 

The wind has shifted a little. It trembles 
from the southeast to the south. Tliere is 
stin a dash of salt in the air ; but the air 
Mid the dash are gende. The gray day has 
grown gold as Florida. Up here on the 
hin, it seems peculiarly, pungenUy sweet, 
and the Harbor, lying below, seems to be 
Uonoming and odorous, like a foreign 
flower Ihey haTO never seen before. A 
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breath of fog exhales from one knows not 
where — thin, warm, and shifting; scarce 
enough to jog the fog-bell gently now and 
then. 

** As if it were calling the sailors to din- 
ner,** suggests Elf ; ** but usually I think it 
is burying them all.** 

The water as she speaks becomes bright 
^a blur of light. It is too bright to be 
watched. Down on the rocks, ladies in red 
jackets lie reading lazily beneath Japanese 
umbrellas. The wind strengthens. Even 
Celia Tliaxter's pages will not keep their 
poise in Mary*s hands ; for Mary will begin 
to read, and Elf will walk, and Corona will 
go with her. Even Matthew Launcelot 
partakes of an extra course of blueberries, 
for the day has struck a key to which the 
nerve must start and vibrate. 

The cattle browsing on the Point are cut 
clear against the sky. The beach is still 
bare and warm. Shoreward the water is a 
vivid green. At times die sky and sea have 
an indefinite, achromatic appearancoi neither 
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blue nor gray nor white. A mullein at Co- 
rona's feet has died, and stands brown, stiff, 
sere, and stark against the perspective ot 
the Point Flocks of swallows beat the air. 
Tliej are flying southward. Tliey settle on 
the roofs of Mr. Fisher's bam, on Mrs. Row- 
ings dead cornfield, on the rigging of the lit- 
tle yacht the summer people have anchored 
off the Cove. 

Far down, the ^* Gull's Wing " moves mus- 
ingly about her mooring, with the skiff at 
her side. The skiff looks like a baby. The 
dingy city, too, seen from this height, looks 
small and far and fair. The fishermen's 
homes have a certain radiance in the ideal- 
ising air. The Old Maid's Paradise seems 
to nestle confidingly against the summer 
sky. 

Corona, beneath her breath, says ^* There 
is time yet, tame yet|" as they clamber down 
the hill, and wade the yellow sand of the 
upper beach, and leap the stone walls that 
eveiybody, including the picturesque cattle, 
feds at Ubertr to tumble down and cross. 
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and so come slowly home, to find Puelvir's 
chowder as perfect as her temper, though 
tlie dinner-bell rang wildly toward the hiU 
an hour since. 

Ah! then, how luxurious the colors of 
the shaded, silent house. Delicioiu to get 
out of hot beach-dresses and down into the 
surf before the chowder, and come to dinner 
with undried hair for which no one shall 
apologize, and, in the unbelted white wrap- 
per, or tlie cool and dainty dressing-sacque, 
wander about the free, delightful, manless 
house. 

'^How perfect to be three women — to 
be four women by yourselves ! " cries Elf. 

Tlie fog does not return with the after- 
noon ; but the golden weather lives. There 
is a moon to-night, after all. Elf can have 
her row. 

The ** Guirs Wing^* is drawn in, after the 
early tea, and comes leaping over the full 
tide, between the rocks, impatient to be 
gone. Matthew Launcelot is unanimously 
left at home. Puelvir comes down to help 
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them <tf« She stands, gaunt and strong, 
sgninst tlie sky, as the boat bounds out, 
obedient to her mighty push. The delicate 
women look sninll to her, as site looks down. 
Slie thinks how fine the sky^ and tliat the 
dishes are not done. She thinks Mi^^ Co- 
ronals beach-dress must Iki waslied next 
week, and that the Harbor has a pretty look 
against the light-house reef. Perhaps she 
wonders what it would be like, if somebody, 
else were to '^ do** the tea-things on pleasant 
nights. Perhaps her iningination takes a 
high flight, and in a dream of ecstasy she 
sees Aerself sailing, by moonlight too, in her 
best bonnet, witli the Raspberry Man. 

The boat bounds out 

Plielvir, when the dishes are done, sits 
faithfully, behind her maroon and indigo 
eortains, to watch it, lest it overset Mat- 
thew Launcelot sits beside her. He, too, 
watches the boat Now and then he runs 
his tongue out swiftly, and in again, in 
an enbarrassed way, peculiar to Matthew 
Liunoetok when suffering from disappointed 
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aspiration. He makes no other comment 
upon the fact that he and Puelvir were not 
wanted. 

** The sky," says Puelvir, presently, ak>ud, 
** looks like Uiem old-fashioned Chiny pinks.** 

Matthew turns his head, confidingly, far 
upon one side, to hear her. He is not sure 
whether he understands Puelvir. 

And still the boat bounds out powerfully ; 
for Elf does not row very long. When she 
has all but twice upset the *" GvXVn Wing,** 
cracked a blade, lost a thole-pin, and trailed 
her overskirt pathetically through the sinn- 
ing water, she relinquishes the oars to Co- 
ronals practiced grasp. The sun is going, 
and the Lights come out Already the 
moon lies pale, wiUi her chin upon the hilL 
But between licr and the waiting Harbor 
still rest the flushes of the sky. 

^ I never can talk when the sky is pink,** 
observes Elf. And Usxy^ leaning languidly 
against the stem, clasps her hand behind 
her head, and quotes, beneath her breath : 
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"Affowctoa d dMy Mcti slNnre, 

FloAting thnough heaven*! blue depth* aw^| 
iwcct, fottd dn*am of bnmaii loTe, 

For tbee I nay not pra}-.** 

" Why, Mftiy ! " Bays Corana, sof tly, '* I 
did not know anybody in the world but my 
•elf «iid tliat^ when the sky is this color." 

" Why, I always have ! " cries Elf, " ever 
since I was a little girl. I thought every- 
body did. I thought it was a general way 
of praying — like a litany." 

Bui now the rose has faded, and soft 
brown tints «teal over the bny. Every ship 
has a shadow. Every shadow leans to the 
western shore. Dim forms of sailors on the 
dunmer rigging make unseen preparations 
for a night of safety and of sleep. Pleasure- 
boats glide by most quietly. A faint light 
(of which Mary notices that it is tinted like 
the tear-veasels of Cyprus, and will ask no- 
bedy*a pardon, since Elf said that the sunset 
wu like a Turner), a Uiin light begins to 
touch the mainmasts of the tall schooners 
iiid the forehead of the headland nearest tO 



the unsheltered sea. It is the hoar of the 
moon. 

Still Corona rows steadily, and the boat 
bounds out She rows against the wind. 
They will come homo easily. Nobody is 
afraid, though the. line of schooners thins a 
little and (he sailing-parties have all drifted 
in. They row in a patli of dame and will 
follow the mounting moon. Tlie shores 
look denser on eiUier hand because of the 
glory in which tliey glide. Yet a wonderful 
distinctness touches certain details. The 
roof of the Old Maid's Paradise glitters 
sharply, and Elf declares slie can see the 
last wild roses on the bowlder, and asks, as 
if in confirmation of her statement, what 
sight on earth so dolicate as a wild rose seen 
beneath the moon t And now they approach 
the Great Bed Light 

There is sometliing so impressive in the 
vicinity of tliis Light, that they cannot talk 
about it Corona lifts h^r sparkling oars, 
and the thiee women drift for a while in si- 
lence at its solemn leei, between the haven 
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and tbe deep. Presently, in a sweet voioei 
to a low, monotonous air. Elf begins to sing : 

^ Avayl awaj t till die likon dies ooft 

TUIUm wavee Mid Um Hart are •ramid w OB^I 
Ob lo tbe bevndf at the ontcnuMt ipiice, 

Wberc tbe fbeilef of tlic Ancient Kigfat lit IomI/, 
Aleoe OB tbe terrible watte witb God 1 

Tbe biead wavee »tnteb wbere tbe sigbl diet aeblagt 
Aad tbe ilan iwiag like lampe in tbe JndgnM^t Hall 

Ob tbe eve ol tbe Daj of tbe Lett AwakinsI 
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' Wa iball tread bo More cm tbe bllle el eartb, 
Wa fbaU look no aiore Bpoa eertb-iverB I 
Levcf and bopet tbat were oan »hell find 
I>Beper tben lead tinke, bnrial-placei. 
Va wis ride like ^t in tbe white aMMnligbl, 

While tbe obi tea beavet witb a flerce eadeaver 
lb break tbe boadi tbat bave made bis ovrt. 
Ob f tba tea ii oare, b oar* forever! " 



As tlie last, long, exultant notes die upon 
tbe shining air, Corona utters a swift cxda* 
matkm and pulls sliarply on her larboard 



A terrible shadow looms above them. An 
instant^ and they had struck a huge old 
ishing schooner that is coming in. They 
koknp at her timidly. The << GuU's Wing ** 
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quivers in the ripple from her mighty ndes. 
The color of the vessel is black. Her sails 
are dingy and old. She is heavily weather- 
beaten. Her crew, seven or eight in num- 
ber, cluster on licr deck. They are singu- 
larly silent. Corona thinkai As the prow 
steps solemnly by and glides away, the ves- 
sel's name shows distinctly, beneath the 
moon. 
Elf begins to sing again, lightly this time : 

•« A laikir's wifo a lalkir*! star iboabl be! " 

But Corona interrupts her, with an awe- 
struck cry : 

'< Oh, girls 1 Ob, hush ! Look there I " 

She points upward, where in the shadow 
the flag hangs low above the perfectly silent 
crew. 

** The flag J* whispers Corona, '^ is o< half- 
mast.** 

But Elf and Mary do not understand. 

''They put it at half-mast when some* 
body is dead. They have come home from 
the Bank% and left one of the hoys behind. 

IS 
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Seel How stOl tbey are I They will m1 
like that the length of the Harbor. And — 
people are watching — to see them come in. 
And — for a while nobody can tell which it 
in. Only that one is gone 1 Oh ! girls, let 
us go home 1 '' 

They turn and drift toward home. The 
black vessel keeps still beyond them, carry- 
ing her speechless crew. Corona moors tlie 
'^GulFs Wing/' and the three women go 
into tlie blessed cottage, which sends no 
dear one down to the terrible sea in ships. 
They think: There, indeed, is Paradise, 
where death is not 

Out in the moonlight the vessel keeps on 
her solemn way. Watchers on shore come 
to the rocks with glasses, to read her name, 
it is so light 

It is not till morning that the message 
oomes from poor little Zero, who tries to 
play with Matthew Launcetot, but finds that 
is a thmg which cannot be done when fa- 
(hen die. 

PiMlTir puts a white iaoe through (he r#. 
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luctant door of the happy blue bedroom, 
and, hesitating and stammering with her 
usually dear words, she says : — 

<<Miss Corona, dear, the 'Ella B. Bowin' 
come home last night at half-mast ; but she 
left the mate — at Georges — in the fog. 
Folks told her so sudden — they had ought 
to be — ought to be-*soM — to the Rasp- 
berry Man ! She was helpin* Miss Jacobs, 
for she was overdrove on a frilled petticoat 
for a lady up to the hotel, and it was late. 
This man come in and told her: ^Tour 
hu$bmd *s ^Iroumed at Qoorgu' —just like 
that She's been that bad all night she 
talks of you considerable, and the boy says 
his sister says: Won't you come over right 
awayt'* 
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** I thixk/* mid Cbronn, one day, « that 
It 18 time I practiced a little with my re- 
volver.*' 

ConmaV family received thin announce* 
Bient with doubtful cordiality. Mary said 
•he didn't know, and Puella's emotions 
were 00 mtich for her that she left the din* 
ing^room silently. Do we credit the ser- 
vant behind our chair with the amount of 
aelf-control required not to comment upon 
our conversation, reply to our rebuke, or 
retort upon our temper, iiyustice, or suspi* 
cfcmT Perhaps one third of the reticence 
and self-poss essi on which we require of the 
kitchen would keep the parlor in good- 
nature for a generation. 
Ptelky as I say. made no rsmarks about 
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the pistol, and C!orona proceeded to put her 
intent into execution. 

With some inward trepidation, but ex- 
treme outward calm, she brought down the 
revolver and cxamiued it. It proved to be 
uncommonly rusty. Corona had a vague 
impression that rusty revolvers kicked. She 
accordingly withdrew her unused cartridges 
by a slow and laborious process peculiar, I 
think, to herself, conslnting mainly of sharp 
dabs and sidelong applications of a darning- 
needle, much denting of her soft finger-tips, 
and much peering over the muxzle, to see 
how many balls wero left to piisii out. 

Mary suggested that this method of un- 
loading was not unattended with danger, 
and proposed that they send for Zero. In 
vain Corona inquired of what use could 2^ro 
be. Zero was a man — at least, he woidd 
be, ten or a dosen years hence ; theroforo, 
he must know about pistols. True, by the 
time Zero was obtained. Corona had her 
pistol neatly (if unscientifically) emptied, 
oiled, deansed, and reloaded ; but Mary felt 
safer. 



7 



160 AN OLD MAiiyS PARADiSS. 

^ There is one trouble/' observed Corona, 
as Mary and Zero came up. ** I don't seem 
to have any target down here. As soon as 
I take aim, somebody comes and sits on a 
rock just within range. I narrowly escoped 
murdering two children, three nurses, an 
old gentleman, and Airs. Rowings cat, since 
yen went away. The cat was with the fish* 
ing party, and watching for the perch as 
they came off the hook. Then, whenever I 
do fire, Matthew Launcelot runs directly 
there, to see what it is. lie thinks it is a 
9poo}f or something to be phiyod with. It 
is very trying." 

** You ken take me," said Zero. 

•* Take you I " 

Corona meditated on this proposal, uncer- 
tain whether it contained any latent irrev* 
ereooe. Zero stood regarding the pistol 
with the listless motion and uninquisitive 
gravity common to the shore boys, and in* 
tv^mBod by Zero's infirmity. 

^ Yes," said Zero. /"Take me for a tar- 
get rUieikit.' 
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^ You may go into the house," said Co- 
rona, severely, ** with Miss Mary. I do not 
wish ai^body around while I pracUoe." 

Zero obeyed, still witliout a smile. Mary 
obeyed with ahicrity. She and Zero shut 
the front door. 

<< Is Puelvir in T " called Corona. 

Yes, Puella was in, quaking. 

** Call in Matthew Launcelot," cried Co- 
rona. ** Lock in Matthew Launcelot I 'm 
going to shoot at the house. I wish you 'd 
all go into the kitchen and shut every door. 
I shall aim," added Corona, with dignity, 
^ at the lowest step, from a spot seven feet, 
down the cliff. I cannot hit you. Don't be 
afraid. The steps themselves are at least 
eight feet high. I wish you 'd iU Matthew 
Launcelot" 

Corona's directions were fully obeyed. 
Mary, Poelh^ Zero, and the dog gathered 
in the kitchen, with closed doors and anx- 
ious faces. Corona took her pistol with a 
sprightly air, and stationed herself seven 
feet helow the steps, at whose least and kiw- 
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est knothole die took her faltering ftim* 
As she crouches there in the keen salt air 
and direct September sun, prone upon the 
genial rock, »he feels a long warm wave 
creep and wash over her feet, and the ding- 
ing flannel dress, so used to the waves now 
tliat, like sea-weeds or sea-pebbles, it never 
kioks 00 well as when under water. For 
Corona no more thinks of changing her wet 
clothes at Fairharbor than would Zero or 
the lobsters. An indescribable touch of 
freedom overtakes her with the sense of the 
waves. Slic is exhilarated with the rude, 
crude life that slie has chosen; combining 
(like the model boarding-house) all the lux- 
uries of liberty with all the ** comforts of a 
home.*' Slie is intoxicated with tlie nature 
of an existence in which to lie in the sun on 
a rock and slioot a pistol badly sliall be the 
excitement of an hour and the event of a 
day. Indeed, she thinks so much about it 
that she quite forgets to shoot ; and Mary 
puts her head out of the kitchen window, 
cautknisly, to remind her that it is rather 
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WMin-three people, • dog, . cbok^ye. 

and ironingKloy-in » 0x8 kitchen; .nd 

bM she «|iot hewelfr Or does siie want 

Uio duniing-iieedle, to reload with f 

Tliiw reoUted to duty, Corona on the 
rock pull« her reluctant trigger and aims at 
Pitrodiae. There la «oioke ~ exfrionon ^ 
then that most awful ol hunuui aouadiu a 
cry folkfwing a shot 

PAradiw aeeina to shudder and rock to its 
A No. 1 cedar pouts. With that hideous 
moineutary aeiMe of fjoneHe»$ for which no 
securitjr ever atones in this world of evU 
chances, Corona plunges over the cliff, and 
up the steps, and in. 

"bit Mary? Puelvir? Is it— Ohl 
Whof" 

In the kitehen confusion reignii It is 
Uatthew Launoelot It Is Matthew Utunoe* 
krty tied to the hxmbg-table. It is Mat- 
thew lAonoeloty uttering howls than which 
Cerberus could no worse, and spinning 
around the lable-Ieg against on uncertain 
background of foUuig flat-inms and eleaa 
starched cfethes. 
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«< Oh ! Iinve I killed him T '' 

** Killed hiin ! *' cries Puella. '' No such 
luck. Ho heard them shots, mid thought it 
was the Raspberry Man. That's all. He 
upset all your night-gownds and Miss 
Mary's flounced petticoats, and then sot on 
a hot flat-iron, and stood and yelled. Killed 
him ! No. I wish you had." 

And silenoe reigns in that kitchen for a 
limited space of time. Zero, Iiowever, re- 
lieves the general awkwardness by propos- 
ing that they go and find how near Miss 
Corona hit her target So he and the two 
ladies go out again into the sunny air, from 
which the murderous smoke is faintly set- 
tling away. 

** Think of killing a man — a live man 1 '' 
observes Mary. 

But Corona cannot answer this original 
remark. Into her wild mood of a moment 
■ince, the dull human sense of limitatkm has 
pressed and come, insisting. One is not 
free, then, it seems, to fire at one's own 
house in this crowded world. And does not 
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an emotion of pain outweigh a lifetime of 

pleasure T 

But tlie ball, meanwhile, is nowhere to 
be found. Zero searches very conscien- 
tiously. He does not smile. Past the knot 
on the lowest step ; past Uie step ; up an- 
other} up the flight; over the threshold, 
fifteen feet above the level of the aim, a 
small, swift, cruel black mark lurks behind 
the front door. Zero goes in and picks up 
the ball from under the parlor stove. He 

says : — 
*« Hero it is, Miss Corona. I said I 'd resk 

it." 
After this observation. Corona cleans her 

pistol in silence ; Puella " does over " the 

spoiled petticoats; Matthew Launcelot is 

untied, to go fishing with the cat; Mary 

wanders with a novel, which she will not 

read; Zero plugs up the buUethole with 

putty ; the morning warms, and the waves 

lean low, and a genUe apathy setUes upon 

Piuradise. 
Perhaps it is owing (so unconscious are 
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we of oar mibUest emotiotiff) to her prevail- 
ing senile of humiliation, thnt Ck>rona under- 
takes todoy to « improve " the boy Zero. 
She calk him to the red rock presently, 
where she and Mary ore tiitsd discussing 
whether Deronda should have married 
Gwendolen. Mary has brought the conver- 
antion to an abrupt termination by the 
unprecedented suggestion that Gwendolen 
wouldn't hove hod him. She reverenced 
him too much to rink losing her ideal in a 
fact, her priest in her husband. 

Zero comes, in answer to the lody's call 
He stands upon the red rock; he wears 
brown overalls ond a green-check cotton 
waist or blouse sewed into a belt— the maa- 
culine uniform of Fairhorbor ; he colls it a 
« jumper.'* He is filliping gray and golden 
•nail-shells into the water, previously re- 
moving the snail. Mary turns her back 
upon this entertaining occupation ; but Co- 
rona is used to it 

•* Zero/' begins Corona, " do you rtatty 
believe in the sea-serpent r '' 
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« 'D be a fool 'f I did n%" replies Zero, 
succinctly. '' Grandfather see him.'' 

** Oh I Your grandfather T ** 

<< Yes. He was tlie firat to see him. He 
discovered him jest off your rock. He was 
a boy, not so old as me, 'n him and another 
boy was lookin' for driftwood; and says 
Grandfather: * There's a spar!' So they 
went and pitched right into the old chap, 
lickcty-cut, like he'd ben a spar, to spear 
him in. I don't suppose he liked it mucli. 
Ho wriggled and cleared. He stayed in the 
Harbor a good spell. Folks tried to shoot 
him. They could n't hit him," added Zero, 
slowly; but, seeming to feel that he was 
trenching upon delicate ground, hastened to 
continue : •< He was seventy feet long, with 
a head like a boss's. There was thirty de- 
po^i-tions," said Zero, pausing over the uq* 
accustomed syllables, « to the sea-serpent 
It's down in a book. It's down in the his- 
tory of Fairfaarbor. Mother 's got the book. 
1 11 lend it to you. Father used to read it 
a sight Mother's going Down East to 
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9Uy a spell; she't so beat out nnee father 
died.** 

**Sbe must write to me while she •§ gone,* 
•nggests Corona, gently. " I hope you are 
• great comfort to your mother^ Zero.'* 

" Ma'am ? •' 

*' I hope you are a comfort to your poor 
mother.** 

** I have a right of errants to run for the 
boarders,- replies Zero, reflectively. 

* What are you going to be ? *• continues 
Corona, with a brisk, inspiring air. 

''Ma'am?" 

""Bef What will you 6«, Zero? •• 
** Dunno.- 

•'Have you never thought? Have you 
no plans. Zero ? " 

"Guess I shall jest stay round," says 

Zero^ lookmg puflded. "Tlie other fellers 
do." 

"I hope you were not one of the *fel- 
lers* who hooted and howled so at Matthew 
iMnoelot, the other day, when I took him 
to the postH^ffioe," observes Mary, imtbtr 
primly. "" They were not polite." 
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"The boys of the sea^ore have been 
celebrated for their lack of repose in man- 
ner ever since the days of Homer," replies 
Corona. "Toull find them hooting and 
howling just so in the Iliad — or the Odyssey 
— *it doesn't nmttcr. Tom told me. Come, 
Zero, tell us. Don*t you feel any ambi* 
tion to learn a trade or — anything? It is 
a wretched life tlie boys live in Fairlmrbor, 
learning principally how to get drunk or 
drowned 1 " adds Corona, with some excite* 
ment 

She looks at Zero's incurious, quiet face, 
with the home^linging in tlie ByeB that 
she has learned to read so well — a fatal 
look. It would never let him go where he 
could not get back to Fairharbor at night, 
if he could help it She feels sorry for the 
little felkm ; the more so when he replies, 
with a certain dull dignity : — 

" I never got drunk.". 

" I know some boarder boys call us dock- 
raUs" adds Zero, after a pause. 

" Thai is impoUtOy too ; that is very im« 
polite.* 



160 



AN OLD MAIirS PAHADISS. 




ZERO. 



161 



'' So I told *em. It did n*t mftke any odds. 
They II go away pretty soon, / went away 
lust week. I went to Dove's Cote. I was 
glad to get back. I guess if I should go to 
Boston I should be homesick. I 'm used to 
— fishes," adds Zero, thoughtfully. 

'' Do you go to school. Zero 7 '* asks Mary. 

** Wmters.- 

«' To church ? " 

" Baptis*. We 're mostly Baptises here.*' 

*^ If ] lend you some books. Zero, to read 
this winter, should you like them T " 

** Guess I shall go haddockin' this winter. 
Somebody 's got to, now father can't" 

'' You're a little fellow to go haddocking 
in the winter." 

** I 'm eleven. I know a chap went when 
he was eight. He got drownded." 

*' Now, if anybody helped you, would you 
rather not be angtking but a fisherman ? " 

^ My father was a fisherman," replies 
Zero, with that same dull dignity. 

*^ So was St John," suggests Corona, in a 
.kmvowe. 



''Besides," adds Zero, returning obsti- 
nately to his first proposition, ** I 'm used to 
fishea" 

''Will you write to Mother when she's 
Down East, as you said 7 " asks Zero, pres- 
ently, looking over his siioulder to snap the 
last orange snail into the rising tide. ** She 's 
so beat out She can't lift tiie dishwater. 
I liave to heave it away for her myself. I 
guess she '11 write to you, if you want her 
to. I 'm afraid she may be homesick. She ^ 
ain't used to Down East" 

Corona watches the boy silently as he 
lounges away. He seems to her as truly a 
sea creature as tlie snail he has left floating 
on the tide at her feet; a soul grown into a 
shell. 

And Mary, leaning over to look into a 

little pool in the rock where a star-fish has 

got trapped, and lies palpitating and purple 

beneath a bit of broad green weed, with a 

barnacle or two and a bead of brown kelp, 

wonders idly if Deronda would have set 

Gwendolen to anything ol this sort when 

11 
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he talked to her about <' the religious life/* 
To Derooda, religion meant Jews. Mary 
rememberB tliat to somebody it must mean 
boys. 

But Mrs. Bowin, going Down East^ writes 
to Corona^ as sbe has promined. She snys 
Zero is a good boy, and she never heard 
him swear. She says she sends him to the 
Sunday-sehooL Sbe says they are so poor 
he must go haddocking tliis winter. She 
speaks ol his lather and of their aflUctioo. 
She apells ''Husband/* poor soul I with a 
eapital, and ''god'' with a little g. 
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There was never an Eden wiUiout him. 
And he had come. I wish it distinctly un- 
derstood that I do not mean the sea-serpent 
Nobody could be missed with more hearti* 
* ness and less reserve tlian Elf; yet since 
she had gone, and Mary and Corona had 
resumed their placid Utt-iMtt in Phrndise, 
they were very happy. At least, Corona 
thought they were. 

One soft September morning she came 
home from tlie post-office, and found a 
brown young man in her gray parlor. He 
was very brown, having been, as Mary has- 
tened to explain, yachting on the Maine 
coast all summer, and now, on his return 
home to Droddyn, thought he would stop 
over a train or so at Fmrharbor. U oo* 
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curred to Corona that Fairliarbor was not 
immediately upon the route between Maine 
and Brooklyn ; but die made no remarks to 
this effect Mnry wore her white flannel 
Ka-dress^ and a sensitive flush upon either 
cheek. She bogged Corona to stay and 
hear Mr. Sinuous's account of the chowder 
he got at Mt. Desert. 

'< Yes,'' said Mr. Sinuous. '' We call it 
cod-tea down there.*' 

Corona, having treated the subject of 
chowder in every form which presented 
itself to her imagination, until aware that 
she WAS exhausting it by an air-pump of 
double pressure, left Mary and the Serpent 
together, and wandered thooghtfutty out 
upon the rocks. 

Puelvur saw her, and put her head 
through the kitchen wuidow. 

<'Goin' to keep him for dinner, Miss 
Corona?" 

•* Yes, Puelvir.** 

«We hain't got Bothm' but hash and 
•tomaytoea". . • 
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^ Never mind, Puelvir." 

<< I s'pose I ooiiM stir up a puddin', if it 
was n't ironin'." 

"Very 'well, Puelvir.** 

Puelvir hesitated before resuming : *— 

•* Brother of her'n?" 

«' Oh ! no." 

** Any relation ? " 

** I believe not, Puelvir." 

^ Hm — m. M — ^m — m,'* said Puelvir. 

"I tliink," said Corona, severely, "you 
had better make the pudding, Puelvir.'* 

'^ I '11 leave something out, if you say so,** 
replied Puelvir. '< I '11 leave out something 
and spoil it, so he won't want to come 
again." 

Tiie Serpent stayed to dinner. Despite 
Puelvir's noble intentions as to her pudding, 
he stayed to tea. He expressed himself so 
much pleased with Fairharbor (and the 
pudding) that he thought he should spend 
a few days at the hotel. Corona, with the 
soul of sweetness in her smile and the ashes 
of bitterness in her heart, replied that she 
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boped h« would. But Ifory did not reply 
•talL 

Mr. SiniMMM came to tea also the follow- 
ing day, having arranged to take the Indies 
Miling. Puelvir put on turned prewrves, 
•nd let her biacuit faU. But Mr. Sinuous 
nothing daunted, eanic to breakfavt next 
morning. It was a diaappointment to Puel- 
vir diat the pop-overs were light as silver 
douds. 

Only one kdy went sailing that day. 
The other sat at home alone. 

It was tlmt evening and quite late, when, 
having bidden the brown young man good- 
night upon the piazza, in the dim half-light 
that fell out from the little silent house, 
Mary came to Corona's room, and began at 
onoe:-~ 

**I have exiled you, dear— driven up 
here akme. It is too bad. Come down. 
I want to talk with you. I think— I believe 
I must go home next week. You know I 
nwont to go week after. It won't moke 
■Qoh differanea— aueh & liui. <.i.:u •* 
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She put oat her hand like a child who 
deprecates a scolding. Corona took it in 
ailcnce, and in silence the two groped down 
the steepy dark cottage stairs. 

A shimmer of many colors filled the par- 
lor and dining-room, falling from the Jap- 
anese shades and tinted candles with which 
Corona loved to make her evening gay. 
Mary, in her white dress, stood among these 
broken lights, resplendent Her cheeks were 
burning ; but her eyes were soft and clear. 

« Mother will be expecting me " she be- 
gan, hesitating. "And — it 's a tong journey 
to Brooklyn — to take alone. Mr. Sinuous 
has j70< to go next week. He thought it 
would be pleasanter for me to have com- 
pany. K — 

Mary stopped ; but Corona said : — 

<<I liave only one thing to say, Ifollieo 
Tou might have told me before, I think." 

** Duty Corona, I had n*t anything to faff 
— tUl now,** cried Mary, lifting her head. 

<' We were pretty old frienda," retnmed 
Corona, slowly. 
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M«iT. "it i. — . ' continued 

« ■S't""^ ""'•" "'^ •'^ "Too 

-Werjyae tiuui her. w.tch the dove™ 
«^iu|*|r the cottage. And thi d^^^ 
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lovers in her house '•once, at least, and this 
first summer. It seemed to Iter just the 
baptism tliat Iter home hod lacked. It was 
no longer a pale and solitary thing. It 
was henceforth linked to all humanity. It 
had experience and memories. 

She said '' God bless you I ** when Mary 
went away ; but nothing more. She could 
not talk. And Mary went from Corona's 

■ _ 

Eden to her own, leaning on the Serpent's 
arm. 

Matthew Launcclot, who had cordially 
disapproved of the Serpent from tlie outset, 
and had made no secret of his prejudice, 
•stationed himself upon the big bowlder, and 
howled savagely at the omnibus till it was 
out of sight, when, in the violence of his 
emotionn at having nothing left to bark 
at, he tumbled off the rock, and sprained 
his ankle ; which Puelvir bbund up, with the 
ambiguous remark that she wished it had 
been hi$'n. Would n't she have bandaged 
it in red pepper or something scalt I 

It was not k»ng after Mary's departure 
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AjtConmah^inveiyresUess night. Po,. 

«lHude wh.ch «»t like «„ u„i„vitod g„e»t 
w^« ber «,e„t „««. ; but V.L„. 
«e«n«i to her rtmimHl e«« to be be*ct by 

J^hr.'T?^ **""•'"• «'*^ bade Puelvir 
^bte fcek the doon, ««, he«elf bolted 

««• pMlwr window, four «.ve™i time. 

•pwce. She kept • light burning on the 

^wTrd'r "T ''' "^^^^'^"•'^ 
rj!-- .* . "'"^''* "P *•«» dinner-bell 

J?' S™* & We«K,n, which Iny „po„ «,. 

blue ^We bj. the blue bed. She .lept" v b 
difficulty, wnking often. 

A gmt many things happened to disturb 

««^aew.«i. C.t.«g«i„. Thefogiom; 
bj«A«.;.p«^3r«t the hotel. Mow cat.. 

ST . . .""^ ''"' ' "^ « *be 

^ • •!?* » *^»« '^"dow; hoi«. in 
• «»«ii ; people on the beach • -«.;-«-..-. 
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dogs; moMiuitoes; and another eat. A 
while after this came a variety. Something 
breathed beneath ber window. 

Corona .pent wmie time over thU form of 
midnight amusement, leaning anxious and 
idiotic over the sill, uncertain wlietltcr to 
ring the pititol, sliarpen the dinner-bell, or 
fire the carving-knife, and naively taking 
comfort in the fact that Matthew Launcelot 
slept like tlie useful dead, and was not at all 
disturbed by the emergency. When, at 
last, she hod dimovered that tlie house was 
surrounded by those picturesque cattle from 
the hill pasture ; and when she and Puclvir 
had Mt forth, attired in a wrapper and a 
lantern, and waded rhoumatically about in 
their rubber boots tlirough the long, dew- 
laden grass, to drive the intruders off ; when 
the horses had baulked at them, and tlie 
cow. hod hooked at them,, and the whole 
''effect" becoming obstinate. Corona had, 
at length, driven the entire drove at the 
point of her carving-knife into the com* 
field, and left them there; when the two 
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women, feeling cold, And lame, and silly, 
•nd sleepless, and of none too sweet a tem- 
per, had realljr fallen into the heavy rest 
which overtakes a disttirlied, escnping night 
—it was then that there sharply fell upon 
their dreaming ears, unmistakable and un- 
merciful, tlie low accents of a human voice. 
Corona grasped her pistol with curdling 
blowl. Puelvir ran in. Matthew Launcclot 
awaked with an evident consciousness of 
having been the first to warn the household, 
and, with an extreme air of masculine 
superiority, howled thundcrou9<ly between 
the two women and the windows. Every 
hair on Matthew's tiny head and shoulders 
seemed to say : " Don't fear, my dears. / 
am here." 

^ It is very singular,'* said Corona ; ** but 
the sound does n't stop. Listen, Puelvir I 
The more the dog yaps, the more noise the 
man makes. It must be some lunatic, I fear, 
Puelvir, or a drunken saitor. Hark I He 
makes the worse noise of the two." 
••Well, I don't know about that,*' said 
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Puelvir, with some show of feeUng, which 
struck her mistress at the moment as more 
or less misplaced. 

"I'm going to shoot," said Corona, 
trembling very much. She placed her 
shining Smith & Wesson, with a shudder, on 
the silL Matthew Launcclot put his cold, 
inquiring nose upon the trigger ; then, not 
being satisCed, smelt of tlie muzzle with a 
scientific manner. Puelvir drew in her 
mistress' hand, with a sharp exclamation : ^ 

« You '11 kill the dog 1 Not to say nothin' 
of him I Put up that pistol, Miss Corona, 
do, and get to bed. Two women-folks here 
in their night-gownds I Whatever wiU he 

think of us 1 " 

^^Tliink of us! /Te/" cried Corona, 
in dismay. •* Puelvir, I insist upon an ex- 
planatioo. If you 're in league with a band 
of burglars to murder me, I request that 
you say so at once, Puelvir. The dinner- 
bell is left I can rouse the neighbors. 

lean" — 
«< Oh 1 there," interrupted Puelvir, "don't 
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I *m Borry you 're so scart ; but I guess it 's 
cmly a serenade. I would n't shoot^ if I was 
you. Husht Don't you bear 7 He'ssingin' 
* In the Sweet* It 's a nice thing for a ser- 
enflde, I tbhik. Don't you? ' In the Sweet."* 
In trutliy as Puclvir »iioke, the mournful 
melody of tlie « Sweet By and By," sung by 
a more or less accidentally bass voice, kcer- 
aCed the midnight air. 

• I know no one," replied Corona, severely,, 
and still unrelieved. '' No one would sing 
the * Sweet By ond By ' to serenade me.*' 

^ Land, ma'am," said Puelvir, '' I did n't 
say it was yoK." 

For one awift moment there in the dark, 
the blushes ol a not unbeautiful pride oom- 
mon to her sex under certain circumstances 
mantkd Puelvir^s gaunt cheek. Puclvir 
waa a woman. She felt just then that she 
was superior to her mistress, who had no 
aerenades. 

^ I thank/' added Puelvu*, more meekly, 
^it most be the Baspberry Man. He said 
hm should; but I dkln*t anaei him «a. 
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night He aaid I'd know him by 'In the 
/ Sweet.' ni get some close on, and go an 
I tell him he U botherin* ufc You jeet go to 

bed. ril mannge him." 

« I would n't hurt hi« feelings, said Oo- 
ronn, more gcnUy too, but with a nameless 
terror at her heart. 

«y/;, feelin's!" wpUed Puclvir, scor^ 
fully, as she went out of the room, followed 
expressively by Matthew Launcelot, breath. 

ing vengeance. 

All that passed between Puelvir and her 
wrenader b not known to the compiler of 
this record. But certain it is that, after a 
brief consultation (very much assisted m 
intensity by MatUiew Launcelot) between 
the back doorstep and Uie marooned- 
indigo curtains, the sounds of «In the 
Sweet" died away, and the departing foot- 
rteps of the Baspberry Man left Paradise to 
nlence, to safety, and to sleep. 

But Corona Uy long witii her wakeful 
eyes fixed upon the headlighto oC the 
aicbowd ships, and on the •!«. tbove the 
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Bay. It aeemed to her that the stars wera 
fallings and that the lights were dim. Among 
the more harrowing afflictions of this un- 
certain life, where shall we find one striking 
deeper roots into the soul than the prospect, 
••pecially the/r«/ prospect of having your 
«ook get married ? 

« It is of no use," thought Corona, with a 
InttemeflB which only a novice both at life 
•nd at householding can remember how to 
understand. « I «gree with the great man 
who, dying, said tliat life was all a mistake, 
•nd never worth the candle. Tlie world is 
not m«Ie for solitary people. It is of no 
we to be an old maid, unless other persons 
win be old maids too. There ought to be 
• law nMde forbidding a yoman to marry 
•ftw die is thirty-five." 

But in the morning, when she came down, 
lookiBg rather pale, Poelvir watched her 
Mratmiiingly, and said : " Beef-tea ? " 
* Thank you, Puelvir. I 'm not sick." 
"A ante «f ooooa, or cream to your oafr- 
■^t ^^*m>Uyoai»therl'daor«nbied 
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/ the eggs ? You looked pMked. Mebbe a 
little raspberry vin " — 

But the word raspberry had such ovei^ 
whelming associations for both mistress and 
maid that Puelvir stopped. 

'< I hope," began Corona, ** that you will 
- be happy, Puelvir, if you ever should find 
it necessary to leave me ; but " — 

»Land!" said Puelvir. '*U that it? 
Land/" 

Puelvir was silent for some momenta. 
Her emotions seemed too intense to permit 
of calm or connected speech. After a time 
she came round in front of her mistress, 
standing with tlie water-pitcher abstractedly 
held at arm's length, and performing as she 
spoke a series of gymnastic exercises with 
it, as if it were dumb-bells, and said, with 
great vigor : — 

*' I should wish to tell you, Miss Corona, 
I ain*t a deef-ond-dumb gone fool yit. No 
knowin' what I '11 oome to 'fore I 'm under 
gitmnd. Nobody knowa It is with men- 
fdki and women-folks as it is with measlos 

It 
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ot the mumps. Nobody knows when 
they 11 catch it It ain't safe for nobody to 
say nothin* about an affliction that the Lord 
as mado us sdos fit| in his mysterious provi- 
dence, to send upon us when least we looks 
for it May lib will be done I *' 

Too free a use of the instinct of gesture 
eet the contents of the water-piteher into 
active ebullition over Corona's fresh mom- 
ing^ress; but Puelvir was too much in 
* earnest and her mistress too much relieved 
to notice the little dabs and splashes, cos* 
cades and rills that emphasized Puelvir's 
punctuation. What was a spoiled cambric 
against a Paradise Preserved 7 

^ So far 's he 's in count," continued Puel* 
Tir, ^ I settled him last night** 

^Lost night r* cried Corono, touched, 
despite herself, by the inhumanity of this 
unexpected proceeding. '' When ho had 
come — so far — to serenade you, Puelvir 7 *' 

^ Land I yes,*' proceeded Puelvir. '^ I set 
behind the curtain, the indigo one, and he 
did a'i see me { though I did have my 
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blanket diawl on over my night-gownd, if 
he had. So 's it was proper enough, for the 
matter of that You need n*t worry. I 
don't see *s the serenade made the odds. 
If he *d only sang ' In the Sweet,* and gone 
off pacified, I should have thought more on 
hint. I*m partial to music, especially by 
tlie water. But seein* he had to up and 
perpose — under them circumstances *- I 
told him I *d signed a contract to do for 
you for ten years.*' 

« Pue/vir ! " 
. '' Well, I did. I don't call that anything 
out the way. A woman Aas to make up 
BwneOdng to pacify a malt They VI never 
swaller the truth. Landl Did you ever 
see a man that would believe it if a woman 
told him it was him she did n*t want 7 Be- 
sides, I knew he woidd n*t think of offerin* 
to wait ten years. I thought I*d put it 
high. He *s a widderer, with seven chil- 
dren, mostly small. I knew he couldn't 
waity so I said you would n*t let me off."* 

^l said I was sonry/* added Puelvir, in a 
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tone, with a generooa flourish of the 
pitcher^ that sent the water gurgling unre- 
proved down Corona's happy neck. '^ And I 
advised hhn to go hunt up a girl I *d heard 
of down to the Pointy that 's partial to wid- 
derers— >been promised to two already. 
He said he'd think of it. But he said/' 
eontinned PnelYtrit ** his feelings would com- 
pd him not to do business this way at 
piMenty and the butcher hain't only onions. 
It H make it bad about berries for a spelL'' 
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September lingeni fondly nbout the Old 
Maid's Pamdise. Watching its departure 
is like wntching the parting between friends 
whose feeling for one anoUicr portakcs 
somewhat of tlie nature of love, while yet 
retaining Uie finer essence and calmer poise 
of fricndrfiip. September lingers ; but he 
must be gone So, too, must tlie chance 
guests whom the dwellers by the sea re- 
ceive and lose in these tlioughtful day^ 
Outside in the wide world, fall sewing and 
October coupons beckon alike imperiously. 
There are children brown from the beaches, 
to be turned white in school. There are 
flirtations broken off at Conway, to be re- 
newed in Boston. And if one belongs to a 
Club for the Comparison of Coptic and 
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Ariamim Metres, U b time to liaatea home 
and prepare the eamy for the opening sea- 
woo. Or if one is president of the Society 
for the Encouragement of Boggnw, ©ne 
must draw up the schedule for the winter's 
work. The world, in f«ct, is bnsy. It con 
row and snil, it can climb and stroll, it can 
deep and sing, it can swim and rest, it con 
dnft and dream no more. 

But down here at Fairharbor there is no 
worid to molest or to make afraid. Sum- 
«ner tarries, and the low east wind, Ukc a 
mature and charming woman, is both sncct 
•nd strong. The water is clear, wind- 
•wept, and wonderful. The tide beots full 
■nd high, like the H*e of that apparently 
•bounding health that sometimes precedes 
a sudden onset of disease. But disease, 
death, decay — what mean they? One* 
thinks of the words now with, an idle 
Aepticism. We wUl bosk and bathe in the 
•on upon the wonn red rocks, while stimight 
tho ome beats into our taem fnm Am 
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^And now Corona closely treamires every 
expression that flits across the forehead of 
the Harbor and the engirdling shore. Yes- 
terday the wave vras bnnm, pnrple to-day ; 
gray now, and gold within an honr. This 
morning the leaves of the nasturtium on the 
piazza curled and dropped. Monday the 
field was green and kindly yet To-day 
the last wild rose bums on the bowlder, 
and Puelvir brings it from the thicket 
where it hid. It is a tiny blossom, deepen- 
ing in color, feverish with its late life, and 
delicate as^a distant rose-red star. 

One day — it seems not an hour after ^ 
Corona wakes and looks abroad, and says : 

^ Oh I the golden-rod has come.'* 

" Be'n here weeks/' says Pnelvur. 

But Corona repeats, dreamily, ^ 

"* The gokJennnod is here I '' 

And she has never seen it ; never with 
the sours eyes. Now and then, it may be, 
strdling up from the snrf, or straying to 
find yellow snail-shells in the hot noon till 
the bathing^ress is dry, she has been 
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•WM* of a color like spilled gold coin in 
the clefts and crevices of the rocks, and 
id^y said : « Oh ! goldcn-rod." But never 
till this moment : " The goldtn-rod it here.** 

" fW KilmoHf had bw, ,!« knew not wh«e, 
A«d Kil««,^ M MM w|«t *e ecM «ot deelM«.>* 

Kow, «, she looks across the ripened land 
•a unseen hand has struck and changed 
It- complexbn. It is like looking at the 
•■ttie scene through gloss of differing tints 
Now, indeed, the wild briar and the rose 
blush have vanished ; the little astew hide. 
P«le and purple, in shy ph»ces; but the au- 
tumn dandelions stand in confident groups 
•nd U.e golden.rod is an army, plumed ard 
P«Hid. Tl,e shoro glitteni beneath the 
aowers, and the sea beneath the sun. 

Corona steps out slowly, and breaks • 
■P«y Of the sod, significant thing. It has 
•Jjwift «.rv and . darrling glaro. She 
hoM, U for an i„sUnt with finge« that 
tremble . httie, fling, it down, ami turn. 

After Fluadise eomea «TiU 
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** Don't you tliink," says Puelvir, coming 
out and picking up the golden-rod, "I'd 
better have Zero boosted up into tliat lofty 
to dear it out, before long 7 If you should 
get lonesome and want to go sudden, the 
house had oughter be left slick. He 's light 
He 'II boost easy." 

And now, when Ckirona comes in dreamy 
and flushed from the beach or the bay, the 
rock, or the town, or returns from a look at 
Father Morrison, or Jane Thurston, or poor 
little Mrs. Rowin, every vein pulsing with 
kin!«hip to the sen people and every nerve 
tenocious with tenderness for the sea, she 
finds Paradise in strange distortion. Usually 
Zero, extinguished as to the bend and 
shoulders and very sprawly as to the lege 
and feet, bangs mytleriously from tlie loft 
(which grows out of Puelvtr'e ceiling), 
mainly engaged, it seems, in throwing 
thbgs upon the floor, for Puelvir to pidc 
up and put beck again. Failing this, he is 
found, to Matthew Lftunoelot's vociferous 
disapproval, dioppiag oodfiah in the wood* 
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died with a borrowed hatchet Zero has a 
pas9ioii for thU last occupation ; in fact, ifc 
is one which he has originated^ and which 
he considers especially helpful to the polit- 
ical economy of Miss Corona's household. 
He says, if she don't stay much longer, it 
would be a pity to buy a fresh salt*fish ; and 
this one won't be so hard after it is soaked. 
While he ' speaks, Pudvir comes up and 
says site hasn't got anything for deteert 
It seems a pity to be doing up a lot of 
apple-sass noto. 

Tliese intimations try Corona severely; 
the more as she has never yet expressed the 
most remote intention of leaving Paradise. 
Then, too, such scenes have a painful flavor 
of house^leaning about them; and Corona 
has alwaj's declared, and is still ready to 
die for her faith, that if ever she had a 
house it should never be cleaned. She re- 

• 

treats from Zero and Puelvir, betakes her- 
•elf and her displeasure to the ^Gull's 
Wing,** and rows hard for two long, glitter- 
ing, eostatio hours. The tide is eomiag in* 
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sue puu up her «i» •» 

,h«aowo!U.e gray old to2^.b«a«i 

? ^.rnube o£ every Uirobbing trave. 
home, the P'***' ~ ^ ,^,y gnOn el 
« Every drop ot ^•*"'' * ^^. Her 

Furbarbor : — . ^ jm. t" 

• «1 tow, Ay ««k» ••**""' 

:. u. »roiK»e« to Pttelvir tliat they 



188 



AN OLD MA firs PARADISE. 



writes to Mr. Timbers to inquire the cost 
of clapboards ; but docs not comuiit herself 
irrevocably as yet to a vrinter in Fairharbor. 
And tlie golden days glide on, and their 
evenings and their nioniings pale. Now at 
dawn the open sea takes on a colder coun- 
tenance. Now at the early sunset colors of 
steel and iron and of ice creep in. The 
winds are busy, and the peach-banket tum- 
bles over with its load of wood beside the 
little grate in the little grny parlor every 
day. Tlie *• GulKs Wing " tosses feverishly 
at her moorings. It grows too wild to row. 
The summer people melt from the board- 
ing-houses like a Inte March snow, and the 
rocks are bare. Tlie beach, too, is silent. 
Scarlet coats, of little children tossing up 
white sand have vanished. Tlie invalid 
lady lies no more upon the cliff, beneath the 
glowing shadow of her purple silk umbrella; 
and the Japanese parasol disappeared some 
time ago. The gossip has gone from the 
bowlder, where she used to sit and regale 
h&t eompaaioiii (and Corona) with the full 
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particulars of her hist quarrel with the 
landlady, who gave them no ice-cream on 
Sunday noons. On moonlit nights the 
young folks no longer pace the beach by 
twos. Even Zero goes to school. 

One day Puelvir says that the ice-man 
tliinks they 11 freew stiddy enough without 
him now ; and that the fish-man can't come 
no longer for one customer. In vain Corona 
suggests that one customer can starve as 
hard as twenty. Tlie fish-man shakes his 
head, and is going into the coal and peat 
business next week. Would be happy to 
accommodate her. In vain Corona urgently 
inquires what other people do down hew 
for fresh fish in winter. The fish-man teUs 
her, after some thought (he b evidently sur- 
prised by the question), that he does n t 
know ; he guesses they eat it salt And 
Corona replies, with dignity, that the lob- 

■Iwmaii it lef i. • k« It 

D«Uy it gcowi quiet ia Fairharbor. 
gnm> y«y q»»ie* « Fwrharbor. Corwia 
MMl Piieltir Uw on lobrtMi apd th« wowmj- 
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But the one is well worth the other for a 
little longer yet. Corona defers Mr. Tim- 
bers and the clapboards at present; but 
lingers reluctant still and loth. How shall 
she leave tiiee. Paradise 7 So solemn is the 
dying of the year upon this barren shore I 
So gentle will the Indian summer be, when 
yet the waves shall show their burning 
hearts, and the fisherman's children play 
once more in sun-bonnets upon the now 
ooldy recoiling sand. 

** If only we could all wait patiently/' 
thinks Corona, ** past the first frosts of our 
lives, until their Indian summers come I " 

All these days Tom is writing begging 
letters ; and Susy sends word that the baby 
will not know her when she comes. But 
Corona answers them that the sky is green 
to-day, or that tlie wave is royal purple, or 
that the tide is high; that she will pick 
cranberries with Jane Thurston, or stay to 
bid the Rowin boys good-by. They must 
take the terrible winter voyages now, since 
tliey kft their lather afr the Baaka The 






fewer to lose, the deeper the danger into 
which they must be sent. This is the mys- 
terious law of life to the women of Fair- 
harbor. 

But by and by there comes a windy Sun- 
day. It is a most memorable day. Puelvir 
goes to church, where she is spiritually 
benefited by learning that the Raspberry 
Man hos married a widow with four, and 
that the minister asked an increase of his 
salary, on the ground that the price of fish 
in Fairharbor was higher than in any place 
in which he had labored. 

But Corona stays at home, with her Bible, 
her Robertson, Matthew Launcelot, her open 
fire, and the wind. The silence of the cot- 
tage aches under the tumult without The 
Harbor is gray and cold. Long lines and 
streaks of neutral shadow bar it off. The 
foam is scanty and flat, breaking chiefly on 
the western shore. Rings and crowns of 
Ught lie vibrating outside the blue-gray 
gravity of the channel Toward the beach 
' asobdued green of three distinct shades 
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blends in. Tliis green is chilly, lightened 
with white, not yellow. Beds of brown 
weeds lie so abundantly and so softly at 
half-tide- upon the sand that they seem to 
be shadows. The horiion throbs witli sails. 
Tliey all lean southeasterly. Tlie wind is 
from tlie northward. The clouds iu« gray, 
with silver edges but watery centres; the 
horizon watery also, pale and bluish. The 
opposite shore is slightly hazy, as if seen 
through spray. The roof of one house — 
only 6nc — over there, catches the sun and 
sliines sharply. One sail, too, a black one, 
glides along the opaque shadow of the west- 
em shore. Corona can hear the rustling of 
her nearest neighbor's trees ; but the little 
trees out upon the Point, sheltered she 
knows not how or why, stand still. The 
grasi . and the autumn dandelions blow 
fiercely. 

As the day advances, a purple, pinched 
look grows upon the lips of the waves that 
are nearest the beach. The gulls, the sand- 
pipers, and the swaltows fly restlMdy and 
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without apparent aim. The dandelions 
seem to brace tliemselves against die full 
force of the wind. Sickened leaves hang 
from the flowerlcss rose-bushes. The St. 
Joliuswort and yarrow have faded ; but tlie 
niU9turtiums bum on. 

Toward evening the tide grows extremely 
low, beaten out by the fierce wind, which 
rises steadily to a gale. Shells and weeds 
are thrown up profuncly. It is impossible 
to walk uiK>n the teach. All over tlie 
horisson tlic driven sails are turning in. 
They will «oon be home. 

Tlic evening falls, and the temiKst of the 
night sets in. The two women feel small 
and unsheltercil in the sturdy, trembling 
little house. Puelvir dmws tlic curtains 
and struggles with tlie fire. She says notli* 
ing ; but slie thinks it rather lonesome in 
Paradise to-night. Perhaps Puelvir*s im* 
agination has been toudied slightly by the 
sight of the widow with four. She betakes 
herself to her room, draws her maroon-and- 
'^digo curtains, and writes to a cousin, 

it 
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whom she hois not thought of twice this 
Biimmer. She wishes she had a sister to 
write to, or ^^soinc folks." She tliinks it 
very windy out to-night 

Corona sits a long time silent by tlie firei 
watching the tender stniggle between the 
light and shade upon her soft gray walls, 
listenhig to the fiercer battle of the seasons 
out upon the sea. She thinks : It will still 
be there. Death, change, denial touch us 
all ; sun and frost will bum and freeze ; the 
wind raves and tlie calm comes; but Uie 
sea is there. 

And, with a sigh, she reaches for her pen 
and slowly writes : — 

Dbar Tom: — It will take a week to 
board up Paradise. Expect me Saturday, 
at seven. Co. 

Matthew Launcelot comes up inquiringly, 
rather than inquisitively (Matthew never 
yields to the lesser motive), and puts his 
nose, cool as the deprecation of hesitatbn 
or regret, upon the paper. But what she 



I ( 



< ' 



/ 



TUB FLAAiiNG SWORD, 195 

has written she has written. And Tom's 
face comes before her with a sudden passion 
of longing as she sits alone. She kisses 
Matthew Launcelot; but she says ''Dear 
Tom/' For Paradise, like the Kmgdom of 
Heaven, is within us, after all. 
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